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HEN an Author, byappearing ia print, requests 
an audience of the public, and is upon the point of 
•peaking for himself, whoever presumes to step before 
him with a preface, and to say, " Nay, but hear me 
first,'* should have something worthy of attention to 
offer, or he will be justly deemed officious and impcr* 
tinenL The judicious reader has, probably, upoQ 
other occasions, been beforehand with me in this re- 
flection : and I am not very willing it should now 
be applied to me, however I may seem to expose my- 
self to the danger of it. But the thought of having 
my own name perpetuated in connexion with the 
name in the title page, is so pleasing and flattering to 
the feelings of my heart, that I am content to risk 
something for the gratification* 

This Preface is not designed to commend the Po« 
ems to which it is prefixed. My testimony would be 
insofBcient for those who are not quafified to judge prop- 
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eily for theniKlvet, and unnecegsary to those who IK. 
£esidei, the reasons which render it improper and iui> 
leeinly for a man to ctlebrate his own performancet, 
or those of his nearest relatives) will hive some influ' 
ence in suppressing much of what he might otherwise 
wish to say in favour oi-ifrienJ, when that friend ii 
indeed an aber idtm, and excites almost the same emo- 
tions of sensibility aud affection as he feels for himself. 

It is Tery probable these Poems may come bto 
the hands of some personsi in whom the sight of the 
Author's name will awaken a recollection of incidenta 
and scenes, which, through length of time, they had ■!• 
Biott forgotten. They will be reminded of ew, who wu 
once the companion of their chosen hours, and who teC 
out in early life with them in the paths which lead to 
literary honours, to influence and affluence, with equal 
prospects of success. But be was suddenly and power- 
fully withdrawn from those pursuits; and he left them 
without regret ; yet not till he had Euffit;ient oppor- 
tunity of counting the coat, and of knowing the raU 
ue of what he gave up. If happiness could hare beeo 
found in classical attainments, in an elegant taste, ia 
the eseitions of wit, Fancy, and genius, and iu the es- 
teem and converse of such persons as, in these respects^ 
were most congenial with himself, he would have 
been happy. But he was not— He wondered (as 
thousands in a similar situation still do) that be should 
continue dissatisfied, with all the means apparently 
conducive to ntisfaction within his reach>^But in due 



timey the cause of his disappoinment was discorered 
to him.— He had lived without God in the world* 
In a memorable hour, the wisdom which is from a- 
Uove visited his heart. Then he felt himself a wan* 
derer, and then he found a guide* Upon this change 
of views, a change of plan and conduct fc^wed of 
course* When he saw the htuy and the gay world 
in its true light, he left it with as little reluctance, 
as a prisoner, when called to liberty, leaves his dun- 
geon* Not that he became a Cynic or an Ascetic.— 
A heart, fiHed with love to God, will assuredly 
breathe benevolence to men. But the turn of his 
temper inclining him to rural life, he indulged it, and 
the providence of God evidently prepanng his way, 
and marking out his retreat, he retired into the coun« 
try. By these steps the good hand of God, unknown 
to me, was providing for me one of the principal bles- 
sings of my life ; a friend and a counsellor, in whose 
company for almost seven years, though we were sel- 
dom seven successive waking hours separated, I always 
found new pleasure. A friend, who was pot only a 
comfort to myself, but a blessing to the a£kctionate 
poor people, among whom I then lived. 

Some time after inclination had thus removed hini 
from the hurry and bustle of life, he was still more se- 
cluded by a long indisposition, and my pleasure was 
succeeded by a proportionable degree of anxiety and 
foncem. But a hope, that the God whom he serv. 

a2 



cd would lupport him under hia affliction, kii4 M 
kngth Toucbufe him a happy deliTcrance, never for*, 
•ook me. The desirable crisiti I tmat, it now oeaHy 
approaching. The dawn^ the preea^ of returning 
day, it already arrived. Heia again enabled to relume hit 
pen, and lome of the first fruiu of hia recovery 
are here presented to the public. In hia principal aub* 
ject'i the same acumen which disiinguished him in the 
early period of life, ia happily employed in illustrating 
and enforcing the truths of which he received inch 
deep and unalterable impresaiont in hia maturer yeart^ 
Hii satire, if it may be called ao, is benevolent, (like 
the opnationt of the skilful and humane surgeon, who 
vounda only to heal) dictated by a jaet regard for the 
bonour of God, ao indignant grief, excited hy the 
proSigacy of the age, and a tender compatuon foe tbt 
voula of raea. 

Hb favorite topics are least ins isted on is the piece 
•entitled Table Talk ; which, therefore, with some re- 
gard to the prevailing taste, and that those who are 
governed by it may not be discouraged at the very 
threshold from proceeding farther, ia placed first. In 
most of the brger Poems which follow, his leading de- 
(ign ii more explicitly avowed and pursued. Heaima 
to communicate his own perceptions of the truth, 
beauty, and influence of the religion of the Bible.^ 
A religion, which, however discredited by the i)uko»< 
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dact of many who have not renounced the Christiaa 
lanUf pt^ves iuelf| when rightly understood, and oor* 
dially embracedp to be the grand denderatumf which a- 
Jkme can relieve the mind of man from painful and una- 
voidable anxietiet , inspire it with stable peace and soU 
id hope, and furnish those motives and prospects^ 
whichy in the present state of things^ are absolutely 
necessary to produce a conduct worthy of a rational 
creature, distinguished by a vastness of capacity, 

« 

which no assemblage of earthly good can satisfy, and 
by a principle and pre-intimation of inunortality* 

At a time when hypothesis and conjecture in philos* 
ophy are so justly exploded, and little is considered as 
deserving the name of knowledge, which will not stand 
the test of experiment, the very use of the term expert^ 
menial in religious concernments, is by too many un-^ 
happily rejected with disgust. But we well know,^ 
that they who aficct to despise the inward feelings 
which religious persons speak of, and to treat them as 
enthusiasm and folly, have inward feelings of their 
own, which, though they would, they cannot sup* 
press. We have been too long in the secret ourselves, 
to account the proud, the ambitious, or the voluptu- 
ous, happy. We must lose the remembrance of what 
we once were, before we can believe, that a man is 
ntisfied with himseli^ merely because he endeavours 



to appear so. A gtnile upon the face is often bat * 
mask worn occasionally and in companyi to prevent, if 
possible, a suspicion of what at the same time it pauing 
in the heart. We know that there arc people who 
Seldom imile when they arc alone ; who, therefore, are 
glad to hide themselves in a throng from the violence 
of their awn reflections ; and who, while by their looks 
and their language they wiah to persuade ug they an 
happyi would be glad to change their conditions with a 
dog. But in defiance of all thi'it efforu, they contin- 
ue to think, forebode, and tremble. This we knowi 
fur it has been our own state, and therefore we know 
how to commiserate it in others. — From this ttate 
the Bible relieved us. Wlien wc were led to read it 
with attention) we found ouriehvt described. We 
learnt the causes of our inquietude — we were directed 
to a method of relief-~we tried, and wc were not dii- 
appointed. 

Dtiu noiu 4« ctiaftal. 

We are now certain, that the Gobpel of Christ ij 
the power of God unto salvation, to every one that 
believetb. It has reonciled us to God, and to our- 
telves, to our duty, and our situation. It is the balm 
and cordial of the present life, and a sovereign anti- 
dote against the fear of death. 




Std haeUiuu ide. Some smaller pieces upoD ten im- 
portant tubjectt close the volume. Not one of them 
I believe was written with a new to publicatioii( but 
I w» unwilliiig they should be omitted. 
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AIr. COWPER was the son of John 
Cowper, D. D. Rector of Great Berkhamstead, 
Herts. He was bom on the l5th of November, 
1731. Descended of amiable and respectable 
parents, of noble affinity, and connected with 
persons of great worldly influence, his advance* 
ment in temporal affluence and honour seemed 
to demand no extraordinary mental endow- 
ments* His opening genius discovered^ how- 
ever, a capacity for elegant literature, and he 
enjoyed the best advantages for improvement 
in so pleasing a pursuit. With uncommon abil- 
ities, he possessed a most amiable temper ; and 
he became not only the darling of his relations, 
but beloved and admired by his associates in 
education ; some of whom, with inferior pros- 
pects, have since risen to distinguished reputation, 
and even to the highest professional rank. But the 
towering hopes that were naturally built on so 
flattering a ground, were imdermined at an ear- 
ly period. From childhood, during which he 

TOL. I. B 
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lost a much Icvc d jiarenl, liis spirits were alwayi 
xcTy tendtr, aiid dim gre ally disjected."* 

He was sent to Westminster school prcpaj^ 
torj- to tliat course of study which it was d«- 



• Mr. Cowper app«an to Iistc long retaiDed« veiy 
tender' sense of thia diEpcnsaiion of Providence. We 
cannot refrain quoting part of a beautiful poem, writ- 
ten by bim on receiving liid mother'* picture out of 
Norfolk. It exhibits a most amiable pattern of filial 
affection. 
My mother ! when I leam'd that thou wait dnd. 
Say, wait ihou conscious of the tears I thedt 
Hover'd thy spirit o'er thy soirowing son, 
Vretch even then, life's journey just beg;iui ? 
I heard the bell toli'd on tliy burial-day, 
I saw the hearie that bore thee ilow away. 
And, turning from my nur»(ry window, drew 
A long, long sifh, and wept a laet adieu. 
Dut was it such ? Itwai! — Where thou art gone* 
i^dicu* and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore. 
The parting sound shall pass my hps no more. 
Thy maidens gricv'd themcelvet at my coDcem, 
Oft gare me promise of a quick letum. 
What ardently I wish'd I long beUev'di 
And, disappointed still, was slill deceiv'd. 
By diiappoiatmeiit every day heguil'd, 
Dupe of to-morrow, even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 
Till, nil my stock of infant sorrov/s Epcnt, 
I leam'd, at last, submission to my lot. 
Aim! though I Im doplor'd theej ne'er forgoL 
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■Igned he should complete at the university. — 
Here, however, the natural timidity of his tem- 
per so much depressed him, that his friends saw 
the impropriety of attempting to transport him 
to scenes of augmented turbulence and anxiety ; 
and they entirely relinquished the plan of send- 
ing him to Oxford ; he was, therefore, entered 
at the Temple in order to prosecute those wish- 
es and hopes which were still inialgsrd by his 
connexions. 

B/ a c^rt iin modj of arra'i7;c:Tijnt, the patent 
place of clerk of the Hdusj oi" Lorda had been 
reserved for Mr. Cowpcr ; and to this appoint- 
ment he was directed to look forward, as a sta- 
tion highly advantageous to himself, and 
honorable to his famil/. He had, while at 
Westminster, become intimate with Edward 
Thurlow, who was afterwards promoted to the 
Woolsack ; and, in addition to this, contracted 
•everal attachments with characters whose influ- 
ence might have greatly accelerated his future 
advancement in the world. It was, therefore, 
natural that the hopes of his friends should be 
elevated to a high d;-^gfee, nor is it surprbing 
that they should suffer themselves to be blinded 
to those impediments which were likely to dis- 
appoint their expectations. Their delusion was 
not, however, of long duration. No reason- 
ings, no entreaties, could overcome the aversion 
of Mr. Cowper, for what he denominated pub- 
lic life ; he even solicited madness, as a relief 
from the importunities of his friendi, who, con- 
vinced of the folly of any longer persisting 
against nature and mclination, at length relin** 
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quished their entreaiies, and permitted him to 
r«irc into that seclusion, the desire of which 
was the ruling passion of his breast. 

At this crisis appears to have commenced Mr< 
Cowper's serious attention to the waj's of God. 
Havmg been educated in the knowledge of the 
holy scriptureB, and preserved from ihat fool- 
hardy arrogance which urges unhappy youths to 
infidelitj-, he had uniformly retained a reverence 
for the vord of God. His manners were in 
general decent a.nd amiable ; and the course of 
pleasure, in which heindulgedhimself,beingcu)i- 
tomarywith persons in similar circumstances, he 
had remained insensible of his state as a 
sinner in the sight of God. His mind was now, 
for the first time, convinced of the evil of sin, 
an a transgression of the law of God. Instead 
of finding relief from reading, every book he o- 
pened, of whatever kind, seemed to him adap- 
ted to increase his distress J which became so 
pungent as to deprive him of his usual rest, and 
to render his broken slumbers equally miserable 
with his waking hours. While in this state, he 
was visited by the late Rev. Martin Madan, 
who was related to him. By explaining from 
the scriptures the doctrine of origmal sin, Mr. 
Madan convinced him, that all mankind were 
on the s^me level with himself before Cod ; the 
atonement and righteousness of Christ were set 
forth to him, as the remedy which his case re- 
quired ; and jhe neccssiiy of faith in Christ, 
in order to experience the blessines of 
this salvation, excited his earnest desire for the 
attainment. These important truths were a 
temporary source of consolation ; but the next 
day he sunk into melancholy and detpair. 
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Growing at length, however, familiar with his 
situation, he suffered it to be alleviated by con- 
versation with Dr. Cotton, a pious and humane 
Ehysician at St. Alban's, under whose care he 
ad been hippily placed. He began to take 
some pleasure in sharing daily the dome€tic 
worship which was laudably practised by the 
Doctor; and he found relief fro.n his despair, 
by reading in the scriptures that " God hath set 
forth Jesus Christ as a propitiation, through 
faith in his blood, to declare his righteousness 
for the remission of sins that are past, through 
the forbearance of God." Rom. iii, 25. While 
meditating upon this passage, he obtained, in a 
few minutes, a clear view of the gospel, which 
was attended with unspeakable joy. Many of his 
sibsequent days were occupied with praise and 
prayer, and his heart overflowed with love to his 
crucified Redeemer. A hymn, which he wrote 
under these delightful impressions, will best de- 
scribe the comfort he enjoved. (See No. 43, 
in Vol. III.) 

The first transports of his joy, which almost 
prevented his necessary sleep, having subsided, 
were followed by a sweet serenity of spirit, 
which he was enabled to retain, notwithstanding 
reviving struggles of corruption. The comfort 
he enjoyed in the profitable conversation of his 
beloved physician, induced him to prolong his 
stay at Su Alban^s for twelve months after his 
recovery. Having determined upon renoun* 
cing hiq profession of the law, he retired to 
Huntingdon, where he lived in the most inti- 
mate friendship with the Rev. Mr. Unwin, to 
whom he dedicated his Tirocinium ; and, two 
or three years afterwards, on the death of Mr% 

b2 



18 BHIEF ACCOUNT or ' 

Unwin, he removed to Olney, m Buckingham- 
shire, accompank'd by ihat ;»entleinan's wiclow* 
Here he coninicted a friendship with the Kev* 
Mr. Ntv ton, (now Hector of St. Mar^' Wocd- 
iiortli, London) iind indulged, amidst rural 
bcencs, those religious pleasures and occupations 
which experience had taught him to value far 
above all lliat the polite or the busy world could 
iifford. Another of his h)Tnns expresses what 
lie felt when entering on his retirement. (See 
No. 44, in Vol. HI.) 

Mr. Cowptr's walk with God in private was 
consistent with the solemnity and fervour of his 
social engagt mcnt!i. Like the prophet Daniel, 
and the royal })salmist, he " kneeled three times 
a day, and pruyed, and gave thanks before his 
God" in retirtment, beside the regular practice 
of domestic vorship. ilia mind was stayed up- 
on God ; and, for an unusual course of years, it 
was kept in perfect peace. The corrupt disposi- 
tions, u hich hnvt so strong a hold upon the hu- 
man heart, appeared to bepecuiiarly suppressed 
in him ; and, \vhen in any degree felt, they were 
lamented and resisted by him. His Hymnt, 
mostly written during this part of his life, de- 
scribe both the general tenor of his thoughts 
and their occasional wanderings, with a force 
of expression dictated by the liveliness of hu 
feelings. While his attainments in the love of 
, God were thus eminent, his christian Icve tofd- 
- low-believers, and to all around him, was higMy 
exemplary. To a conduct void of offence to a- 
-ny individual, and marked with peculiar kind- 
fucss to all who feared God, was added a benef- 
icence fully proportioned to his ability, and ex- 
.cnised with the greatest modesty aqd ^crc- 
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The consolation, which, after having endured 
the seveiHtst distress, he at that time derived 
from a life of f.iith in the Son of God, wlio lov- 
ed him and gave himself for him, he thus dc* 
scribes, in an affecting allegory- 

«« I was a stricken deer, that left the herd 
Long since, witli many an arrow, deep infix'd, 
My panting side was charg'd ; when I withdrew 
To seek a tranquil death in distant shades, 
There was I found hy one who had himself 
Been hurt by the archers. In his side he boref 
And in his hands and feet, the cruel scars. 
With gentle force soliciting the darts, 
Hedrewthemforth, andheal'd,andbadenielive.'' 

THE TASK, B. III. 

The degree and the uninterrupted duration 
of his spiritual comforts had, perhaps, exceeded 
the usual experience of pious people. But he 
now conceived some presentiment of a sad re* 
verse ; and, during a solitary walk in the fields, 
he composed a hymn, stronglv expressive of his 
sensations. (See No. 32, in Vol. III.) The 
'bright, yet serene lustre, which had usually 
marked his road, was now succeeded by impen- 
etrable darkness. After die clearest views of 
the love of God, and the expansion of heart 
which he had enjoyed in his ways, his mind be- 
came obscured, confused and dismayed. That 
vivid imagination, which often attained the ut- 
most limits of the sphere of reason, did but too 
-easily transgress them ; and his spirits, no long- 
1CT sustained upon the' wings of faith and hope, 
sunk, with their weight of natural depression, 
mto the abyss of despair. In this state his 
mind became fixed ; yet he ever cherished an 
mishakeitHsubmissionto what he imagined t]\c 
Divme pleasure* • 
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Gradually habituated as at a former period, 
to his aituation, he became accessible to a few 
intimate friends in succession, who laboured to 
excite his thoughts to activity on different sub- 
jects. Thus originated most of those Poems, 
which, when published, charmed and surpris- 
ed both the literary and religious world. Some 
times his mind was led so far from his distress, 
Rs to indulge in playful essays ; but these inter- 
vals were esurcmcly transient. In general his 
Poems are the evident dictates of that reverence 
for God, that esteem for the Gospel, and that 
benevolence toward fellow-creatures, which char- 
acterized his familiar conversation. 

Of the general condition of his mind, during 
the last seven years of his abode in the vicinity 
of Olney, which certainly were the most tran- 
quil that he passed in the latter part of hia life, 
the best judgment may be formed from his own 
expressions, in a poem written towards the 
close of that interval, part of which we have al- 
ready quoted. It was occasioned by the unex- 
pected acquisition of a small portrait of his 
mother, whom he had lost more than half r 
century before, but had never ceased to remem- 
ber with the warmest gratitude and the fond- 
est affection. Having described her's and his 
father's passage through this life to a heavenly 
world, under the figure of a voyage speedily 
terminated, he naturally reverts, in the same 
metaphorical language, to the distressing coiv* 
trast which his own situation and ^«spcctB pre* 
eented. .V t 

" But m«, scarce hopiug to tttaia t)iat rest, '' 
Always from port withheld, alwift ctiitreu'd,^ 
Me howliog wind* drirc dcvioui, tcmpCit-tQn'd, 
Sails riptj icanu opening wide, and conpaii loM : 
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Andy day hj day, some curreot's thwarting' force 
Sett me more distant from a prosperous course* 
Buty oh ! that thoix art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me." 

The principal pleasure that he appeared capa« 
ble of receiving was> indeed, that which he de- 
rived from the happiness of others* Instead 
of being provoked to discontent and envy, by 
contrasting their comforts with his own afflic- 
tions, there evidently was not a benefit that he 
knew to be enjoyed by others, which did not af- 
ford him sensible satisfaction ; not a suffering 
they endured that did not add to his pain. To 
the happiness of those wha were privileged with 
opportunities of shewing their esteem for hini, 
he was most tenderly alive. The advancement 
of the knowledge of Christ in the world at large 
was always near his heart ; and whatever eon- 
cemed the general welfare of mankind was in- 
teresting to him, secluded as he was from the 
public, and, in common, from religious society* 
In like manner, from his distant retreat, he view- 
ed, with painful sensations, the progress of in- 
fidelity, and of sin in every shape. His love to 
God, though unassisted by a cneerful hope of 
divine favour, was invariably manifested by an 
abhorrence of ever)' thing that he thought dis- 
honourable to the Most High, and a delight in all 
that tended to his glory. 

Mr. Cowper was latterly under the care of his 
affectionate and intelligent young relative, the 
Rev. John Johnson, who, during the last year 
or two of his life, had sometimes indulged the 
hope of witnessing his complete restoration to 
health. Suddenly, however, this expectation 
was fatally disappointed i and towards the close 
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of 1799, it became Bufficicntly evident th»t 
he coulfl not succirsBhilly contend with the 
ravages of a rapid d-c.iy ; that, ere long, tfae 
mortal must put on imnioitalit)-. Conscious of 
the speedy apjiroach of this important change, 
ho^vc^■y agonizing to himself, Mr. Joluison im- 
remittingil^ cxercisc-d that attention which 
Young su truly d-sciibea as — 

— — The dreadful post of obterratioBi 

Darker every hour. 
On the 25lh of April, ISOO, friendship was at 
length discharged f>-cm these afflicting duties, 
and its ohjei;t happily rtl.:is-:d from this scene 
ofsuffcringand son-ow. Eiirly on the morning 
of that day, Mr. Cowper sunk into a statt <M 
such apparent insensibility, that, had not his 
eyes rim;iined half open, it might have been 
conjecturi;d a tranquil slumber. In this sittui- 
tion — liis respii-ation regular, though feeble ; hi* 
countenance and frame perfectly serene — he 
continued about twelve hours, when he eiq>ired 
without heaving his bruath. 

To the preceding remarks, on ths life of Cov 
per may be added the following modest and 
character; Stic epitome, drawn bv himself in a let- 
ter to a literary friend, dated March the lOth, 
1792. "You are in danger, I perceive," sayi 
he, of "thinking of me more highly than you 
ougiit to think. I am not one of the Literati, 
nmongwhom you seem disposed to place mc ;— 
far from it. 1 told you how heinously I am 
unprovided with the means of being so, having 
long since sent all my books to market. My 
learning accordingly lies in a very narrow com- 
pass. It is school-boy learning somewhat im- 
proved, and very litde msre. From the age of f 
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30 to 33, 1 was occupied, or ought to have been, 
in the study of the law. From So to 60 I have 
spent my time in the countr}-, where my read- 
ing has been only an apology for idleness, and 
where, when I had not either a magazine or a 
review in my hand, I was sometimes a carpen- 
ter, at others, a bird-ca^ maker, or a gardener, 
or a drawer of landscapes. At 50 years of age 
I commenced an audior. It is a whim that has 
served me longest and best, and which wilt 
probably be my last« Thus you sec I have had 
very little opportunity to become what is prop- 
erly called— learned. In truth, havinggiven my- 
self so entirely of late to poetry, I am not sorry 
£ar this deficiency ; since great learning, I have 
been sometimes inclined to suspect, is rather a 
hindrance to the fancy^ than a furtherance*" 

THE Writings of Cowpcr, though not volu- 
minous, are yet such as have secured to their 
author no mean rank among the standard poets 
of his country ; — an elevation not at this day 
attainable, without sound and prominent excel- 
lence* 

The first volume of poems which he publish- 
ed consists of various pieces, on various sub- 
jects* It seems that he had been assiduous in 
cultivating a turn for giavc and argumentative 
versification on monil and ethical topics* 
Of this kind is the Table Talk, and several oth- 
er nieces in the collection. 

The lighter poems arc v*'cll known. Of these 
the verses supposed to he writt^^n by Alexander 
Selkirk, on the island of Junn Fcniandes, are in 
high estimation. It would be absurd to give 
one general character of tlie pieces tliat were 
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published in this volume ; yet this is true con- 
4:emtng Mr. Cowper's ppoductions ; that in all 
the varieties of his style, there may still be dis- 
cerned the lilcenesB of the same mind ; the same 
unaffected modestv, which always rejects unaegt- 
sonable ambitions and omuments of lan^age* 
He understands the whole science of numbers, 
and he has practised their different kinds witli 
considerable happiness : and if his verses do not 
flowtoswiftlyas the delicacy of a modem ear re- 
requires, that roughness, ivhich is objected to his 
poetry, is his choice, not his defect. But this sort 
of critics, who admire only what is exquisitely 
polished,these lovers of" gentleness without sin- 
ews," ought to take into their estimate that vast 
effiision of tliouglit,whidi is so abundantly poui^ 
ed over the writings of Mr. Cowper, without 
which human discourse isdonly an idle combinif 
tjon of sounds and syllables. 

What has, howeicr, peculiarlj-given to Cow- 
per the charactemfapoet is the Task. Thoudb 
the occasion that gave birth to it was a trivial 
one, yet he expimded the performance into one 
of the £nest moral poems of which the English 
language has been productive. 

It is written in blank verse, of which the con- 
struction, though in some respects resembling 
Milton's, is truly original and characteiistic. 
It is not too stately for familiar description, nor 
too depressed for sublime and elevate cl imagery. 
If it has any fault, it is that of being too much 
laden with idiomatic expression, a fault which 
the author, in the rapidity with which his ideas 
and his utterance seemed to have flowed, veiy 
naturally incurred^ 
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In this poem his fancy ran with the most ex- 
cursive freedom. The poet enlarges upon his 
topics, and confirms his argument by every va- 
f-ietj*^ of illustration. He never, however, 
dwells upon them too long, but leaves off in 
such a manner, that it seems it was in his power 
to have said more. 

The arguments of the poem are variou<:« 
The works of nature, the associations with 
which they exhibit themselves, the designs of 
Providence, and the passions of men* Of one 
advantage the writer as amply availed himself. 
The work not being rigidly confined to any 
precise subject, he has indulged himself in all 
the freedom of a miscellaneous poem. Yet he 
has still adhered so faithfully to the general laws 
of congruity, that whether he inspires the softer 
affections into his reader, or delights him witli 
keen and playful raillery, or discourses on ordi- 
nary manners, or holds up the l>right pictures of 
religious consolation to his mind, he adopts 
at pleasure a diction just and appropriate, 
equal in elevation to the sacred effusions of 
Christian rapture, and sufficiently easy and fa- 
miliar for descriptions of domestic life ; skilful 
alike in soaring without effort, and descending 
witbout meanness. 

He who desires to put into the hands of youth 
a poem, which, not destitute of poetical embel- 
lisnment, is free from all licentious tendency, 
will find in the Task a book adapted to his pur- 
pose. Here all is grave, and majestic, and mor- 
al* A vein of religious thinking per\'ades every 
page ; and he discourses, in a strain of the 
most finished poetry, on the insufficiency and 
vanity of human pursuits. 

VOL. Z« C 



S6 ■BRIEF ACCOUNT or 

Nor is he always severe. He is perpetually 
. enlivening the miiul of his reader by spoitire 
descriptions. The Task ubounds with inci- 
dents, introduced ns episodes, and interposing 
an agreeable relief to the grave and serious parts 
of the poetrj-. Who has not admired his Crazy 
Kate ? A description, in which the calamity (M 
a disordered reason is painted with jtdiiund)le 
exactness and sintplici^'. 

" She bega^an idle pin of sll she meet*.** 

Perhaps no poet would have introdticed to 
minute a circumstance into his representation | 
)'et it derives its tiTect altogether irom lite nu- 
cuteness with which it is drawn. 

The next work which Mr. Cowper publishedt 
was a translation of the Iliad, and the Och'saev. 
The design was worthy of his talents. His ob- 

J'ect was to present the father of poesy to the 
English reader, not in English habiliments and 
modem attire, but in the graceful and antique 
habit of his own times* He, therefore, adopted 
blank verse to avoid the restrictions wnicb 
Th}-me imposea. 

It is foolish to compare the translation of 
Pope with that ofCowper. The merits of each 
are distinct. Pope has exhibited Homer as he 
would have sung tiad be been bom in England. 
Cowper has attempted to pourtray him as he 
wrote in Greece, adhering frequently to the 
peculiarities of his own idiom, and endeavoring 
to preser\'e his strength and energy, as well at 
his hannony and smoothness. 



William cowper, r.ao^ ^ 

THE following extracts froiwivrr. Cowper'a 
letters, written to his cousin, Mrs. Cowper, are 
given as a specimen of the Christian temprr by 
which he was habitually influenced.^ Tlie first 
gives a brief account of his conversion, and 
dearly demonstrates that he considered man in 
his natural state as actuated by a heart of enmity 
against God, and that his recovery from that 
state is alone by Christ's atonement, applied to 
the soul by faithr The second evidences that 
his religion disposed him to spend his time in 
the service, and to the glory of his Redeemer, 
and that he contemned the fashionable methods 
of murdering time by vain amusements. In the 
third, hb evan^*licd principles arc plainly de- 
clared, and the influence of them mimifcsted in 
his determinate choice to be devoted to God, 
though the consequence were the world^s disap- 
probation. The fourth discovers a holy sympa- 
thy with his religious friends in trouble, and 
shows that he knew how to direct them to the 
only solid source of comfort. In the fifth is 
an account of the motives which induced him to 
write and publish his poems, and his desire that 
they might be useful in the reformation of a 
dissolute age. 



( No. 1. ) 

** I would discourage in m^^elf upon all occa- 
sions, even a pride diat felt itself hurt upon a 
mere suspicion of neglect. I have so much 
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cause ibr humility, and so much need of it too^ 
and every littls snenking resentment is such an 
enemy to it, that I hope I ihall never give quar- 
ter to any thing that appears in the shape of 
aullenness or self- consequence hereafter. Alaa ! 
if my best 5icnd, who laid down his life for me, 
were to remember all the instances, in wfaich I 
have ne^ected him, and to plead them sgainst 
me in judgment, where should I hide my guilty 
head in the day of recompense i I wdl pni)> 
therefore, for blessings upon my friends, evea 
thou{^ they cease to be so, and upon my ene- 
mies, though they continue such. The deceit- 
fulness of the natural heart is inconceivable : 
I know well that I passed upon my friends for 
a ptrsoti at least religiouily mclined, if not act- 
ually religious ; and what is more woadcTful^ 
I thought myself a Christian when I had bo 
faith in Christ, when I saw no beauty in him, 
that I should desire him ; in short when I bad 
neither faith nor love, nor any Christian grace 
whatever, but a thousand setds of rebellion in- 
stead, ever more springing up in enmity against 
him. But blessed be God, even the God who 
is become my salvation. 'Ilie bail of affliction 
and rebuke lor sin has swept away the refuge 
of lies. It pleased the AIniightj' in great mer- 
cy to set all my misdeeds before me. At length, 
the storm being past, a quiet and peaceful scren- 
itv of soul succeeded, such as ever attends the 
gift of lively faith in the all sufficient atone- 
ment, and the sweet sense of mercy and pardon 
Eurchased by the blood of Christ. Thus did he 
reak me and bind me up ; thus did he wound 
me, and his hands made me whole. My dear 
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cousin, I make no apology for entertaining you 
with the history of my conversion, because I 
know you to be a Christian in the sterling im- 
port of the appellation. This is however but 
a very summary account of the matter ; neither 
would a letter contain tlie astonishing particu- 
lars of it. If we ever meet again in this world, 
I will relate them to vou by word of mouth ; if 
not, they will ser\'e for the subject of a confcr- 
rence in the next, where I doubt not I shall re- 
member and record them with a gratitude bet- 
ter suited to the subject." 
A/^ril 17 J 1766w 

( No. 2. ) 

** As to annisements, I mean what the world 
calls such, we have none ; the place, indeed, 
swarms with them, and cards and dancing arc 
the professed business of almost all the g'cnt/tr 
inhabitants of Huntingdon. We refuse to take 
part in them, or to be accessaries to this way of 
murdering our time, and by so doing, have ac- 
quired the name of Methodists. Hav iurj told 
you how we do not spend our time, I v/ill next 
say how wc do. We breakfast commonly be- 
tween eight and nine ; till eleven, we read either 
the Scripture, or the sermons of some 
faithful preacher of these holy mysteries ; at 
eleven, we attend divine service, which is per- 
formed here twice every day, and from twelve 
to three, we separate, and amuse ourselves as 
we please. During that interval I cither read 
in my own apartment, or walk, or ride, or work 
in the garden^ We seldom sit an hour after diu- 

c2 
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ni-r, but if the weatliiT permits adjourn to the 
•jpirdcn, where, with Mrs. Umvin and her 80n,I 
have generally the pleasure of religious convei^ 
sution till tea time ! If it nuns, or is too windy 
for walking, we either converse within doors, or 
ninu; some devotional hymns, and b}' the help of 
Mrs. Unwin's harpsichord make up a tolerable 
concirt, in which our hearts, I hope, are the best 
jiiidniost musical performers. Aiitr tea we sally 
forth to walk in good earnest. IVIrs. Unwin is 
a :!jood walker, and we have generally travelled 
about four milts before we sec home again* 
^"hen the da\s arc sliort, we make this excur- 
sion in the lormer pan of the day, between 
church time and diiuier. At night we read 
and converse as before till supper, and common 
1y finish the evening cither with h)-mns or i 
sermon and last of all the family are called to 
prayers. I need not tell i/ov, that such a life as 
this is consistent with the uur.ost cheerfulness ; 
accordingly, we are all happy, and dwell together 
in unity as brethren. Mrs. Unwin has almost a 
maternal alfection for me, and I have something 
^-ery like a filial one for her ; and her son and 1 
are brothers. Blessed be the God of our salva- 
tion for such companions, and for such a life ; 
above sdl, for an heart to like it. 

'^ I have had many anxious thoughts about 
taking orders, and I believe every new convert 
is apt to think himself called upon for that pur- 
pose i but it has pleased God, by mi-ans which 
there is no need to particularize, to give me full 
satisfaction as to the propriety of declining it ; 
indeed, they who have the least idea of what I 
have suffered from the dread of public exhibi- 
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ttons, will really excuse my never attempting 
them hereafter. In the mean time, if it please 
the Almighty, I may be an instrument of turn- 
ing many to the truth in a private way, and hope 
that my endeavours in this way have not been 
entirely unsuccessful. Had I the zeal of iVIoscs, 
I should want an Aaron to be my spokes-man/' 
Huntingdon^ OcU 20, 17G6. 



( No. 3. ) 

** To find those whom I love clearly and 
strongly persuaded of evangelical truth, gives 
me a pleasure superior to any that this world can 
afford me. Judge then, whether your letter, in 
which the body and substance of a saving faidi 
is so evidently set forth, could meet with a luke- 
warm reception at my hands, or be entertained 
with indiflterence ! Would vou know the true 
reason of my long sileiu^e ? Conscious that my 
relipous principles are generally excepted 
against, and that the conduct they produce 
wlMrever they are heartily maintained, is still 
more the object of disapprobation than those 
principles themselves, and remembering that I 
nad made both the one and the other known to 
you, without having any clear assurance that 
our faith in Jesus was of the same stamp and 
character, I could not help thinking it possible 
that you might disapprove both my sentiments 
and practice \ that you might think the one un- 
supported by Scripture, and the other whimsi- 
cal, and unnecessarily strict and rigorous ; and 
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consequently would be rather pleased irith the 
suspension of a correspondence which a differ* 
ent way of thinking upon so momentous a sub- 
ject as that we uTote upon was likely to render 
tedious and irksome to you. 

*' I have told you the truth from my heart ; 
forgive me these injurious suspicions, and never 
im^igine that I shnll hear from you upon this de- 
lightful thenii; without a real joy, or without 
aprayer to God to prosper you in the way 
of his truth, his sanctifying and saving 
truth. Thu book you mention lies now upon 
my table. Marshal is an old acqu^ntance of 
mme ; I have both read him, and heard him 
read with pleasure and edification. The doc- 
trines he maintains are, under the influence of 
the Spirit of Christ, the very life of my soul, and 
the soul of all my happiness ; that Jesus is a 
present Saviour from the guilt of sin by his most 
precious blood, and from the power of it by his 
spirit ; that corrupt and wretched in our- 
selves, in Him, and in Him only, we' are com- 
plete ; that being united to Jesus by a lively 
faith, we have u solid and eternal interest in his 
obedience and sufferings, to justify us before 
the face of our heavenly Father, and that all this 
inestimable treasure, the earnest of which is in 
grace, and its consummation in glory, is given, 
freely ffiven to us of God ; in short, that he 
hath opened the kingdom of heaven to all beHev- 
er». These are the truths which, by the nace 
of God, shall ever be dearer to me than Me it- 
self ; shall ever be placed next my heart as the 
dirone whereon the Saviour himself shall sh, to 
away all its motions, and reduce that world of 
ini^ui^ and rebellion to a state of ilial and of- 



feGQonale obedience to the will of the Moot 
HoJ^ 

^ Theoe^ my dear cousin, are the truths to 
which by nature we are enemies-— they debase 
the sinner^ and ex^ilt the Siiviour, to a degree 
which, the pride of our hearts (till almighty 
grace subdi^es them) is determined never to al* 
k>w« May the Almighty reveal his Son in our 
hearts continuaUy more and more, and teach us 
to iBcrease in love toivards him continually, for 
havmg gwen us the unspeakable riches of 

March 11, 17&r. 



(No. 4. ) 

•*A letter from your brother Frederic 
broaght me yesterday the most afflicting intelli- 
gence that has reached me these many years. I 
pray to God to comfort you, and to enable you 
to sustain this heavy stroke with that resigna* 
tkm to his will, which none but Himself caa 
give;, and which he gives to none hut his own 
children* How blessed and happy is your lot, 
my dear friend, beyond the common lot of the 
greater part of mankind ; that you know what 
it is to draw near to God in prayer, and are ac" 
quainted widi a throne of grace ! You have re* 
sources in the infinite love c^ a dear Redeemer, 
which are withheld from millions : and the 
promises of God, which are yea and amen in 
J esus, are sufficient to answer all your necessi- 
lies, and to sweeten the bitterest cup which 
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your heavenly Father will ever put into j-ourhani- 
May He now give you libertj' to driiik at these 
wells of salvation, till you are filled with conso- 
lation and peace in the midst of trouble. He 
hassaid, when thou paaBcst through the fire, I 
will be with lliee, and when through the floods, 
they shall not everfiew thee. You have need of 
such a word as this, and he knows your need of 
it, and the time of necessity is the time when he 
will be sure to appear in behalf of those who 
trust him. I bear you and yours upon my heart 
before him night and da)', for I never expect to 
hear of a distress which shall call upon me with 
a loader voice to pray for the sufilrer. I 
know the Lord hears me for myself, vile and 
sinful as I ,tm, and believe, and am sure, that he 
will hear me foryeu also. He is the Friend of 
the widow, and the Father of the fatherless, 
even God in his holy habitation ; in all our af- 
flictions he is afflicted, and chastens as in mer* 
cy> Surely he will sanctify tlus diapcnsation to 
yeu i do you great and everlasting good by it ; 
make the world appear like dnst and vanity in 
your sight, as it truly is, and open to your view 
the glories of a better country, where there shall 
be no more death, neither sorrow nor PbIdt but 
God shall wipe away all tears from your eyes 
forever. Oh that comfortable word .' " I have 
chosen thee in the furnace of affliction," so that 
our very sorrows are evidences of our calling, 
and he chastens ns because we ore children. 

" My dear cousin, I commit you to the word 
of his grace, and to the comforts of his Holy 
Spirit. Your life is needful for your family : 
may God in mercy to them prolong it, and may 



he preserve you from the dangerous efTects vhich 
a stroke like this might have upon a frame so 
tender as yours— I grieve with you ; I pray for 
you ; could I do more, -I would, but God must 
comfort you." 
Qineift Aug. 31, 1769. 



( No. 5. ) 

-^ It is a bold undertaking at this time of day, 
^rhen so many writers of the greatest abilities 
-faave gone before, who aecm to have anticipated 
every valuable subject, as well as all the graces 
of poetical embellishment, to step forth into the 
world in the character of a bard, especially when 
it is considered that luzuty, idleness and vice 
have debauched the public taste, and that nothing 
hardly is welcome, but childish fiction, or what 
has at least a tendency to excite a laugh. I 
thought, however, that I had stumbled upon 
some subjects that had never before been poet- 
ically treated, and upon some others, to which I 
imagined it would not be difficult to give an air 
of novelty, by the manner of treating them. My 
sole drift is to be useful : a point which, howev- 
er, I knew I should in vain aim at, unless I 
.could be likewise entertaining. I have there- 
fore fixed dicse two strings upon my bow, and 
1^ the help of both have done my best to send 
my arrow to the mark. My readers will hardly 
hxvK begun to laugh, before they will be called 
o^Kni to correct that levity, and peruse ma with 
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a more serious ur. As to the e0ect, I leare it 
alone in His hands who can alone produce h ; 
neither prose Bor verse can reform the mannen 
of a dissolute age ; much less can they inipiie 
a sense of religious obligation, unless assisted 
and made efficacious by the Power who superio- 
tends the truth he has vouchsafed to iraj»it." 
October 19, 1781. 
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TABLE TALK. 



Si U forte mf£ gravis uret sarcina chartd^ AhjlcUo* 

Ho&. lib. X. epist. \% 

A. sL OU told roc, I remember, glory, bulk 
On lelfish priodples, is shame and guilt ; 
The deeds, that men admire as half divine, 
Staik nanght, because corrupt in tbeir design ! 
Strange doctrine this, that without scruple tears 
The laurel that the very lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust. 
And eats into his bloody sword like rust. 

jB. I grant that, men continuing what they are;» 
Kcrce, avaricious, proud, there must be war ; 
And never meant the rule should be applied 
To him that fights with justice on his side* 

Let laurels, drench'd in pure Parnassian dewt. 
Reward his memory, dear to every muse, 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root, 
In honour's field advancing his firm foot^ 
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yhnts it upon "ihe Ene that justice draw^ 
And will pnrail, or perith in her cause. 
'Tis to the virtues oftuch men man owei 
His portion in the good that Heaven bestowi^ 
And when recording history display! 
Feati of rcnoWn, though wnnight in ancient daj-j ;■ 
Telli of a few «tout hearts, that fought and died 
Where duty plac'd them, at their country'* tide ) 
The roan that is not mov'd with what he reads. 
That takea not fire at their heroic deeds. 
Unworthy of the blesBings of the brave. 
Is baae in kind, and bom to be a lUve. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
Tiic wretch, to naught but his ambition trie j 
Who, for the sake of 6Uing with one blaet 
The postJioniB of all Europe, kyi her waite. 
Think fourself station'd on a towering rock. 
To see a people scatter'd like a flock. 
Some royal nuistilF panting at iheir heel*. 
With all the savage thirst a tiger feels t 
Then vic%* him, lelf-proclaim'd, in a gazette. 
Chief monster that has plagu'd the nation* yet ! 
The globe and sceptre in such hands miiplae'd. 
Those ensigns of dominion, how disgrac'dl 
The glass lliat bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And death'sowo scythe, would better ipeakhii power; 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead, 
With the king's slioulder-knot and g^ cockade ; 
Clothe the twin brethren ia each other's dmg. 
The tame tlitir occupation and sucecu. 



;^. 'l7}rourbeIkfthe world iMtogllide for nrfi^jL; 
Kings do but reason on the self smpe plan : i^' 

Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condema. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for then^ 

B* Seldom, alas ! the power of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains ; 
Such reasoning falls like an inverted cone, 
W^mting its proper base to stand upon. 
Man made for kings ! those optics are but dim 
That tell you so — -say, rather, they for him. 
That were, indeed, a king-ennobling thought, * 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem, with mighty projects lin'd. 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, with all its gold and glittenng store^ 
Jast what the toy will sell for^ and no more. 

Oh ! bright occasions of ^spensing good. 
How seldom us'd, how little understood ! 
To pour in virtue's lap her just reward, 
Keep ^ce restrain'd behind a double guard ; 
To quell the faction that affronts the throne. 
By silent magnanimity alone : 
To nurse with tender care the thriving arts. 
Watch every beam philosophy imparts ; 
To give jeligion her unbridled scope, 
Nor judge by statute a believer's hope ; 
With close fidelity and love iinfeign-d, 
To keep the matrimonial bond unstain'd ; 
Covetous only of a virtuous praise ; 
His life a lesson to the land he swajs : 



To touch the iword with contcicntiout awe, 
Nbt draw it but when duty bids him draw t 
To iheith it in the peace-rettoring cloie 
With joy beyond what victory bestowi j 
Blest country, where these kiogly glories shine I 
Blest England, if this happiness be thiae 1 

A. Guard what you say ; the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and charge you with a bribe. — B. A bribe I 
The worth of his thice kingdoms I defy. 
To lure me to the baseness of a lie. 
And, of all hes, (be that one poet's boast) 
The lie that flatters I abhor the most. 
Those ana be theirs who hate his gentle reign, 
But he that loves him has no need to feign. 

ji. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown addiVM'4 
Setms to imply a censure on the rest. 

B. Quevedo, as he tells hit sober tale, 
Ask'd, when in hell, to see the royal jail j 
Approv'd their method in all other things t 
But where, good Sir, do you confine your kings ^ 
There — said his guide— the groupe is full in new. 
Indeed ?— ^replied the Don — there are bilt few. 
His black interpreter the charge disdain'd— • 
Few, fellow ? — there are all that ever teign'd. 
Wit, undistinguishing, is apt to strike 
The guilty and not guilty, both alike. 
I grant the sarcasm is too severe. 
And we can readily refute it here i 
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Wh3e Aifired's name, the father of Lit ngt. 
And the sixth Edward's, grace th' historic page. 

jt. Kings then, at laft, hare but the lot of all, 
Bj thair own conduct they must stand or fall. 

S, True. While they live the courtly laureat pays 
His quit-rent ode^ his pepper-corn of praise ; 
And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to writCi 
Addsy u he can, his tributary nute : 
A subject's faults a subject may proclaim^ 
A monarch's errors are forbidden game ! 
Thus, free from censurei over-aw'd by fear. 
And prais'd for virtues that they scorn to weari 
The fieeting forms of majesty engage 
Respecty while stalking o'er life's narrow stage $ 
7hen leave their crimet for history to scan. 
And uky with busy acorn, Was this the man ? 

I pity kings, whom worship waits upon« 
Obsequious, from the cradle to the throne ; « 
liefore whose infant eyes the flatterer bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows ! 
Whom educadon stiffens into state. 
And death awakens from that dream too hie. 
Ok 1 if servility with supple knees,^ 
Whose trade it istoBroile, to crouch, to please ; 
if smoodi cUssimulation, skiU'd to grace 
A devil's purpose with an angel's face ; 
If smiling peeresses andaimpering peers. 
Encompassing his throne a few short years i 

a2 
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If tlie gilt eafriage and the pamper'd neeif 
That wanti no driving, and diadaina the lead ( 

If guards, mechanically form'd'in ranke. 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial prankii 
Should'ring and standing as if stuck to stone. 
While condescending majesty looks on j 
If monarchy consist in such base things^ 
Sighipg, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To^ suspected, thwarted, and withatood. 
Even when he labours for his country's good } 
To tee a band) call'd patriot, for no cause. 
But that they catch at popular applause* 
Careless of all th' anxiety he feels. 
Hook disappointment on the public wheeWj 
With all their flippant fluency of tongue. 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong ; 
If this be kiifgly, then farewell for me 
All kingship ! and may I be poor and free 1 

To be the Table Talk of clubs up stairs. 
To whic^k th' unwash'd artificer repairs, 
T' iiiduIfeliiEi genius after long fatiguei 
I'y divin^rto cabinet intrigue ; 
(For wS\nigs deem a toil, as well they may» 
To h:m_ii relajcation and mere play) 
To win no praise when K-ell-wrought plans preraiJ^ 
But ttf be rudely cenauf'd when they fail j 
To doabt the love liis favorites may picteod, . 
Aiid^nality to find uo frier>d i 
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IF be indulge t cultivated taite, _ 

Hii giQeriea with tbe wockt of ut weQ gnc'd, v 
To bear it cali'd cxtraTagaoce and waste } J 

If tbeK xtteadanta, and if luch u these, 
Miut fnllow lo^altf , then welcome esse ; 
Howerer humble and confin'd the ipherrt 
Happy the (tate that has not these to fear. 

^, Tlius men, whose thoughts contempIatiTe have 
On situations that they never felt, , [dwelt 

Start up sagacioHs, coTered with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic nut. 
And prate and preach about what others prove, 
Am if the world and they were hand and glore. 
Leave luogly backs to cope with kingly cares. 
They have their weight to carry — subjects theirs ) 
Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing tales, and the nation's debt. 
Could you contcive the payment, and rehearse 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse. 
No bard,bQwe'er majestic, o\A or new, 
Should claim my fix'd attention more than you. 

B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewatcr would essa/ 
To turn the course of Helicon that way ; 
Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the trafGc of Cheapside, 
Or tinkle in 'Change-AIU-y, to amuse 
The leathern ears of stock-jobbers and Jtwa. 

y/. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of iliyntt 
To theiBCi more pertiaeiit, if Uu sublime, « 
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When miniitert and mimiteml «itt ( 
Patriots, who love good placet at their hcarU ; 
When admirali, extoll'd £ae ataDdiiig (till. 
Or doing Qothiaf with adcal of (kill } 
GencTah, who will not conqoer when they ma^ 
Finn friends to peace, to pleatore, and good pay ) 
When freedom, wounded almost to despaiTi 
Though discontcDt alone can find out where j 
When themes like these employ the poet's tongu^ 
I hear as mSte as if a syren sung. 
Or tell me, if you can» what power roaJntiina 
A Briton's scom of aihitrary chains. 
That were a theme might animate the dead^ 
And more the lips of poets cast in lead. 

J&.TIiecauie,though worth the search,mayy«tdb& 
Conjecture and remat^i howeTcr shrewd. 
They take, perhaps, a well directed aim. 
Who seek it in hit climateand his tntat. 
Liberal in all things ^Ise, yet nature, here, 
V^ith stern severity deals out the year. 
Winter invadet the spring, and often poon 
A chilling flood on summer*! droopbg flowAv j 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curl tlu itreanu ; 
The peaiants urge their harveit, ply the fork 
With double toil, and sluver at their work ) 
Thus with a rigour, for his good design'd, 
She rear* her favourite man of aU mankind. 
His finrm robust, and of elastic tone, 
^poitioa'd fr^ Inlf mnKle ud ball boite> 
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Suppliei with warm ictivity and force 

A nuDd weD lodg'd, and masculine of course. 

Hence liberty, iweet liberty iaspirea 

And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

Patient of constitutional control, 

He bean it with meek manliness of soul j 

But if authority grow wanton, woe 

To him that treads upon his free-born toe j 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 

Fires him at once in freedom's glorious cause. 

Thus proud prerogatiTc, not much re»er'd, 

Is seldom felt, though someUmcs seen and heard ) 

And in tus cage, like parrot fine and gay, 

Is kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Bom in a climate softer far than ours. 
Wot form'd like us with such Herculean powers^ 
The Frenchman, easyj debonair, and brisk. 
Give him his lass, his lidJn;, and hii frisk, 
Is always happy, rctgn whoever may, 
And laughs the sense of miaery far away ; 
He dnnks his simple beverage with a gust j 
And, feasting on an onion and a crust, 
We sever feel th' alacrity and ]ey 
With which he shouts and carols — f^ve U Roj, 
Till'd with as much true merriment and glee, 
As if he heard his king say— Slave, be free. 

Thus happiness depends, as nature showi, 
I^M oBcsterior things tlan OMtt auppoMk 
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Vigilant over all that he haa made, 
Kind Providence atteodi with gracioui aid } 
Bids equity throughout hit works prevail^ 
And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 
He can encourage alavery to a (mile. 
And fill with diGcoDtent a Britiih isto. 

A. Freeman and slave, then, if the caae be lucl^ 
Stand on a level ; and you prove too much j 

If all men indiscriminately share 

His fostering power, and tutelary care, 

At well be yolc'd by despotism's hand. 

As dwell at large in Britain's charter'd land. 

B. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to thoir, 
That slaves, howe'cr contented, never know. 

The mind attains, beneath her happy reign, 

The growth that nature meant she should attain \ 

The varied fields of science, ever new. 

Opening and wider opening on her view, 

She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 

While no bast fear impedes her in her course : 

Rehgion, richest favour of the skies. 

Stands most reveal'd before the freeman*! eyes { 

No shades of superstition blot the day. 

Liberty chaset all that gloom away | 

The soul, emancipated, unoppress'd. 

Free to prove all things, and hold fast the best, 

Learns much \ .and, to a thautaod listening miod^ 

Cflramuni^Uei with JQf the good she findi ; 



Valiant m aroil^ aad ever prompt to tbbur 
His manlf forehead to the fievcect foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace* 
His spirits riaiag as his toils iDcrease» 
Guards well what arts and industry have woil# 
And freedom claims him for her first-born son* 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away — 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's sway ; 
But they, that fight for freedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake : 
Religion, virtue, truth, whatever we call 
A. blessing — freedom is the pledge of all. 
O liberty ! the prisoner's pleasing dream. 
The poet's muse, his passion, and his theme ; 
Genius is thine, and thou art fancy's nurse ; 
Lost, without thee, th* ennobling powers of verse ; 
Heroic song, from thy free touch, acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires ; 
Place me where winter breathes his keenest air, 
And I wiU sing, if liberty be there ; 
And I will sing, at liberty's dear feet. 
In Afric's torrid clime, or India's fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause I graflt 
An English poet's privileff to rant ; 

But is not freedom-— at least, is not ours 
TToo apt to play the wanton with her powers. 
Grow freakish, and, overleaping every mounds 
Spread anarchy and terror all around ? 

B. Agreed. But, would you sell or slay your horscii 
For bounding and curvetting in his course i 



\ 
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Or if) irben ridden with ■ ctrelcM iviii| 

He break away, and teek the distant plda I 

No. Hii high mettle, under good control, 

Givei him Olympic (peed, and «hoMi him to the gotL 

Let discipline employ her wholesome arti ; 
t^ magistrates alert perform their parU^ 
Not skulk or put on a-prudential mask, 
As if their duty were a degperate task ; 
Let active laws apply the needful curb. 
To guard the peace that riot would disturb ; 
And liberty, preserv'd from wild escesi. 
Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppreia. 
When tumult lately burst his prison door. 
And set plebeian thousand) in a roar i 
When he usurp'd authority's just place. 
And dar'd to look hii muter in the face ; 
When the rudei^bble's watch-word was— destroy^ 
And blazing London leem'd a second Troy ; 
Liberty blush'd, and hung her drooping head. 
Beheld their progress with the deepest dread j 
Blusb'd that effects like these she should produce, 
Worse than the deeds of galley^laves broke loose. 
£be loses, in such storms, her very name. 
And fierce licentiousness should bear thebtame. 



Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold t [sold i 
Cheap, though blood bought ; and thrown away when 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend ; 
Prize it, ye ministers ; ye monarchs, spare | 
Ye patriots, guard it with a imser*a care. 
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if. Patriots) alas ! the few that ha^e been foundi 
"Vlhtrt most they flourish, upon English ground^ 
The country's need have scantily supplied. 
And the last left the scene ivhen Chatham died. 

B. Not so— -the virtue still adorns our age, 
T*hough the .chief actor died upon the stage* 
In him Demosthenes was heard again .; 
Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 
She cloth'd him with authority and awe> 
Spojte from his lips, and in his looks gave law^ 
His speech, his form, his action, full of grace. 
And all his country beaming in his fece. 
He stood, as some inimitable hand 
Would strive to make a Paul or Tully stand* 
No sycophant or slave, that dar'd oppose 
Her sacred cause, but trembled when he rose ; 
And every venal stickler for the yoke 
Felt hims«lf crush'd at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are rais'd to station and command* 
When Providence means mercy to a land.' 
He speaks, and they appear ; to him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow 
ISo manage with address, to seize with power, 
The crisis of a dark, decisive hour. 

So Gideon eam'd a victory not his own ; 
Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England 1 thou art a devoted deei« 
Beset with every ill but that of fear. 

VOL. I. Jl 
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The nttioni hunt ; all mark riiM fbt- a pKy i 

They awann around thre, and thou stand'st at bafi 

Undaunted still though wearied and perplex'd, 

Once Chatham sar'd thee { but who utci thee nmtt 

Alai ! the tide of pleasure Bweepi along 

All that should be the boast of British song. 

'Tis not the wreath that once adom'd thy brotsv 

Theprize of happier timet) will serre thee noir. 

Our ancestry t * gallant Chrictian racei 

Patterns of every ratii^, crery grace, 

Confess'd a God ( they kned'd befi»e they toof^t. 

And pnts'd him in the victories he wrought. 

Now, from the dust of ancient dayii bring forth 

Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth j 

Courage, ungrac'dby these, aftonts the ekie^ 

Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 

The stream that feeds the welf-4pring of the heart 

Not more invigorates life's itablest part. 

Than virtue quickens, with a warmth divine, 

The powers that lin has brought to a decline. - 

jt, TU' inestimable estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper-kite, and charm'd the torn) ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well. 
Shifted the wind that raia'dit, and it felL • 

He trod the very self-aame ground you tread, * 

And victory refuted all he said. 

B. And yet liis judgment was not fraot'd antistf 
Its error, if it en'd, was merely this — 
He thought the dying hour already come* 
And a complete recovery strud him 4iimb< 
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But, that effeminacf I folly, luatj 
Enerate and eofeeble, aod needi mutt { 
And that a nation, ihsinefully dehas'd. 
Will be despli'd and trampkd on at last, 
Unleti nreet peniteace her powers reneWf 
It truth, if history itielf be true. 
There it * time) and justice mark* the iatt. 
For long fbriteariitg clemency to wait j 
That hour claps'd, th* incunbk ivvolt 
J> piinvli'd, asd dowD comet the thundef'bolt. 
If mercy fin put by the threatening blow. 
Matt the perform tbe tame kind office new f 
May the 1 and, if offended Heiten be ttiQ 
Accessible, and prayer prevail, the will. 
'Tis Dot however iosoleiice and noisCf 
The tempeat of tumultuary joys. 
Nor it it, yet) despondence and dismay. 
Win wio her visits or engage her ttay j 
Pnyer only, and the penitential tear. 
Can call her smiling down and Tik her here. 

But, when a country (one that I could name] 
I n prostitution sinks the senie of shame i 
When infanous venality, grown bold. 
Writes on his bosom — 7's ke Id ortoUi 
When perjury, that heaven-defying vice. 
Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price ; t 

Stamps God's own name upon a lie just made. 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 
When avarice starves (and never hides hit lace} 
Two 01 thne millions of tbe human lace^ 
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And not a tongue inquires, how, where, or when, 

Though conscience will have twinges now and then f 

When profanation of the sacred cause. 

In all its part), times, ministry and laws. 

Bespeaks a land, once Chriitlan, fallen and loit 

In all that wars against that title most ; 

What fuUows next, let cities of great name. 

And regions, long since desolate, proclaim. 

Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome, 

Speak to the present times, and times to come ; 

They cry aloud in every careless ear. 

Stop, while you may ; suspend your mad career t 

O learn from our example and our fate. 

Learn wisdom and repentance ere too late. 

Not only vice disposes and prepares 
The mind, that slumbers sweetly in her snares. 
To stoop to tyranny's osurp'd command. 
And bend her palish 'd neck beneath his band, 
( A dire effect, by one of nature'* laws 
Unchangeably connected with its cause ;) 
But Providence himself will intervene. 
To throw his dark displeasure o'er the scene. 
All are his instruments t each form of war. 
What bums at home or threatens fromafar. 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 
The storms that overset the joys of li&. 
Are but his rods to scourge a guilty land, 
And waste it at thebidcting of his hand. 
He gives the word, and mutiny soon roan 
. In9dll)ergatei|Uid*I»'»>lK>'^>itaiit iliOTei) 
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The staadardf of all natioiit are unfuilM $ 

She has one fbe^ and that one foe the world. 

And9 if he doom that people with a frown. 

And mark them with a seal of wrath press'd dowoi 

Obduracy takes place : callous and tough. 

The reprobated race grows judgment proef : 

£arth shakes beneath them and hearen roars above } 

£ut nothing scares them from the course they love ; 

To the lascivious pipe and wanton song. 

That charm down fear, they frolic it along. 

With mad rapidity and unconcern, 

Down to the g^f from which is no return. 

They trust in navies, and their navies fail — 

God's curse can cast away ten thousand sail ! 

They trust in armies, and their courage dies ; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies ; 

But all they trust in withers, as it must. 

When H E commands, in whom they place no trust. 

Vengeance, at last, pours down upon their coast 

A long despis'd, but now victorious, host ; 

Tyranny sends the chain that must abridge 

The noble sweep of all* their privilege ; 

Gives liberty the last, the u ortal shock. 

Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock* 

jf. Such lofty strains embellish what you teachy 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

B. I know the mind that feels, indeed, the fire 
The mute imparts, and can coounaDd tbelyre, 

«2 



{ 



18 TABLE TALK. 

Acts with a force, and kindlet witli a zeal) 

Whate'er the theme, thai other* never feel. 

If human woes her soft attention claim, 

A tender sympathy pervades the frame^ 

She pours a sensibility divine 

Along the nerve of every feeling Itne. 

But, if a deed, not tamely to be borne. 

Fire indignation and a cenie of scorn, 

The strings are swept with such a power lo loud) 

The storm of music shakes th' astonish'd crowd. 

So, when Tx^mote futurity is brought 

Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible sagacity informs 

The poet's heart ( he looks to distant storms t 

He hears the thunder ere the tempeit lower* { 

And, arm'd with strength surpassing human pottery 

Seizes events, as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

Hence in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 

Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 

Hence British poets, too, the priesthood shar'df. 

And every hallowed Druid wa*a bard. 

But no prophetic lires to me belong t 

I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

J, At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and five, 
AVhere discipline helps opening buds of sense. 
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence^ 
I was a poet too : but modern taste 
Is 90 refin'df and delicate^ and ckaN^ 
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That verse, whatever fire the fancy warmSf 
Without a creamy smoothness, has no charms. 
Thus, all success depending on an ear. 
And thkking I might purchase it too dear. 
If sentiment were sacrificed to sound. 
And troth cut short to make a period round, 
I judg'd a man of sense could scarce do worse. 
Than caper in the morns-dance of verse. 

B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, 
And some wits flag through fear of losing it. 
Oive me the line that plows its stately course. 
Like a proud swan, conquering the stream by force % 
That, like some cottage beauty, strikes the heart, 
Quite unindebted to the tncks of art. 
When labour and when dulness club in hand. 
Like the two figures at St. Dunstan's stand. 
Beating alternately, in measured time. 
The clock-work tintinabulum of rhyme, 
Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 
But such mere quarter-strokes are cot for me. 

From him who rears a poem lank and long, 
To him who strains his all into a song ; « 

Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air. 
An birks and braes, though he was never there ; 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue intcrdash'd with many a stroke—- 
An art contrived to advertise a joke, 
So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 
Not is the words*-but in the gap between : 
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Manner is all in all, whate'er it writ. 
The substitute for geniuii Kctc, and wit. 

To dally much with subjecti mean and lowf 
Fro?es that the mind ia lyeak, or makes )t so< 
Neglected talents rust iuto decay, 
And every effort ends ia push-pin play. 
The man that means success, should soar aboTC. 
A sotdler'a feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, Euminoning the muse to such a themei 
The fruit of all her labour is whipt^cream. 
As if an eagle Aew aloft, and then— 
Stoop'd from its highest pitch to pounce b wren. 
As if the poet, purpoaing to wed, 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread- 
Ages elaps'd ere Honker's lamp appear'd. 
And ages ere the Mantuau swan yna beard t 
To carry nature lengths uokoowa before* 
To give a Milton birth, ask'd ages more. 
ThuB genius rose and set at order'd times, 
And shot a day-spring into distant climes^ 
Ennobling every region that be chose, 
He smk in Greece, in Italy he rose ; 
And tedious years of Gothic darkness pass'd, 
Emei^'d all splendour in our isle at last. 
Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main, 
Then show far off their shining plumes again. 

j1. Is genius only found in epic lays I 
Prove this, and foiftit all pretence tojraiie. 
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Make their heroic powers your oWn at once. 
Or candidly coniess yourself a dunce. 

B* These were the chief : each interval of night 
Was grac'd with many an undulating light. 
In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor, or a star ; in these, the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost bough. 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below : 
X*ike him, unnotic'd, I, and such as I, 
Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly ; 
Perch 'd on the meagre produce of the land. 
An ell or two of prospect we command ; 
iBut never peep beyond the thorny bound, 
Or oaken fence, that hems the paddoc round. 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art ; 
Language, above all teaching, or, if taught^ 
Only by gratitude and glowing thought, 
Xllegant as simplicity, and warm 
As ecstacy, unmanacled by form. 
Not prompted, as in our degenerate days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise, 
Was natural as is the flowing stream. 
And yet magnificent— a God the theme ! 
That theme on earth exhausted, though aboye 
*Tts found as everlasting as hiRloT|, 
Man lavish'd all his thoughts on human things--- 
The ieaU of heroes, and the wrath of kings \ 



But itill, while virtue Jcindled his d^gbt, 

The tang was moral, and ao far was righti 

'Twas thus till luxury scduc'd the miod, 

To joyi less innocenti as leu Tcfin'd | 

Then gemiis danc'd a bacchanal; hecrown'd 

The brimming goblet, seii'd the thyrsus, bound 

His brows with ivy, rush'd into the field 

or wild imagination, and there recl'd. 

The victim of his own lascivious fires. 

And, dizzy with delight, proFaji'd the tacred vioy, 

AnacreoD, Horace, pltiy'd in Greece and Ropte 

This bedlam pait ; and others nearer home. 

When Cromwell fought tot power, and vhile.h 

reigo'd 
The proud Protector of the power he gaio'dl 
Religion harsh, intolerant, austere, 
Parent of maoncn like herself seicre, 
Drew a rough copy of the Christian face, 
Without the smile, the aweetnea*, or the grace f 
The dark and sullen humour of the time 
Judg'd every effort of the muse a crime : 
Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast. 
Was lumber in an age so void of taste : 
But when the second Chatles aianm'd the tmft 
And aitt reviv'd beneath a softer day. 
Then, like a bow long forc'd into a curve. 
The mind, releas'd fnm too conitrain'd anervet 
Flew to its first pofitim with a spring, 
That made the vaulted roofi of pleasure ring. 



His conrty the dissolute and" hateful sdiool 
Of wantoxuiei»8| ^vrhere vice was taught by nde«- 
Swarm'd with a scribbUng herd, as deep inlbd 
WiUi briital lust, as ever Circe made. 
From these along siiccessioiiy in the rage 
Of rank obscenity, debauch'd their age ; 
Nor ceas'dy till, ever anxious to redress 
Th' abuses of her sacred charge^ the press. 
The muse instructed a well nurtured traio 
Of abler votaries, to cleanse the strain. 
And claim the palm for purity of song, 
That lewdness had usurpM and worn so long. 
Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense. 
That neither gave nor would endure offence, 
WhippM out of Sight, with satire just and keen;. 
The puppy pack that had defil'd the scene. 

In front of these came Addison, in hiio 
Humour in hoUday and sightly trim, 
Sublimity and attic taste, combined, 
To pohsh, furnish, and delight the mind. 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact. 
In verse well disciplined, complete, compact. 
Gave virtue and morality a grace, 
That, quite eclipsing pleasure's painted face. 
Levied a tax cdT wonder and applause 
Even on the fools that trampled on their laws ^ 
But he (his musical finesse was such. 
So nice his ear, so delicate his touch) 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art ; 
' And every warbler hai his tune by hearts 
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Nature impkiting her wtiric gift. 
Her Kriout mirth, to Aibuthnot and Swift, 
With droll Bobriety they rai*'d a imile 
At foUy'E cost, theroKlTca unmoT'd the while* 
7hat constellation set, the worid in vaia 
Must hope to look upon their Uke agaiiu 

A. Are we then left — B. Not wholly in the daijcf 
Wit, now and then, struck imaitly, shows a tpar^ - 
Sufficient to redeem the modem race 
From total night, and absolute dJ9gi;ace> 
While servile trick and imitEttive knack 
'Confine the million in the beaten track. 
Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road. 
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himself abroad. 
Contemporaries all surpass'd, «ee one ; 
Short his career, indeed, bnt ably run ; 
Churchill, himself unconscious of his powen, 
In penury consum'd his idle hours ; 
And, like a scatter'd seed at random sown. 
Was left to spring by xigour of his owd, 
Lifted at length by dignity of thought 
And dint of genius to an afflueut lot. 
He laid his head in luxury's soft lap. 
And toojc, too often, there his easy nap. 
If brighter beams than all be threw not forth, 
'Twas negligence in him, not want of worth. 
Surly and slovenly, and bold and coarse. 
Too prond for art, and trusting in mere force. 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 
^u'aya tt apecd* and never drajnng bit» 
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He itruck the lyre in such a careless mood> 

And so disdained the rules he understood, 

Tke laurel seem'd to wait on his command j^ 

He snatch'd it rudely from the muses' hand. 

Naturci exerting an unwearied power. 

Forms, opens, and gives scent to every flower ; 

Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads 

The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads : 

She fills, profuse, ten thousand little throats 

With music, modulating all their notes ; 

And charms the woodland scenes, and wilds unknownj 

With artless airs and concerts of her own : 

But seldom (as if fearful of expense) 

Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence— 

Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought. 

Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ! 

Fancy, that from the how that spans the sky 

Brings colours, dipp'd in heaven, that never die ; 

A soul exalted ahove earth ; a mind 

SkillM in the characters that form mankind ; 

And, as the sun, in tising beauty dress'd. 

Looks to the westward from the dappled eastf 

And marks, whatever clouds may interpose. 

Ere yet his race begins its glorious close ; 

An eye like his to catch the distant goal ; 

Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll, 

Like his, to shed illuminating rays 

On every scene and subject it surveys ; 

Thus grac'd, the man asserts a poet's 

And the world cheerfully admits the' 

TOL. I. C 




26 TABLB TALK. 

Pity religion has to leMom found 

A ekillul guide into poetic ground I 

The flowers would spring where'er she deJ^M to ttnjt 

And every iiiuK attend her in her way. 

Virtue, indeed, meeti naoy a rhyming friend^ 

And many a compliment politely penn'd { 

But, unattir'd in that becoming vest 

Religion weaves for her, tuid half undrcii'd^ 

Standi in the desert, shivering and forlorn, 

A wintry figure, like a wither'd thorn. 

The thclvet are full, all other theme* are sped | 

Hackney'd and worn to the last slimiy threadi 

Satire hat long since done his best t and cunt 

And loathsome ribaldry has done his worat { 

Fancy has sported all her powers away 

In tales, in trifle*, and in children's play t 

And 'tis the sad compbint, and alrooat true, 

Whate'er we write, we bring forth nothing new. 

'Twere new, indeed, to see a bard all fire, 

Touch'd with a coal from heaven, assume the lyre. 

And tell the world, still kindling 9 he sung, 

With more than mortal music on his tongue, 

That H E, who died below, and reigns above, 

Inspires the song, and that his name ift4ove> 

For, after all, if merely to beguile, 
By flowing number* and a flowery style, 
The taedium that the lasy rich endure, 
Which now and then sweet poetry may cure ; 
Or, if to aec the name of idle self 
Stamp'd OS the wdl-botind quatto, grace the shelf, 
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To float a bubble on the breath of fame. 
Prompt his endeavour, and engage his aini» 
Debased to seryile purposes of pride. 
How are the powers of genius misapplied ! 
The gift, whose office is the Giver's praise. 
To trace him in his word, hit works, his ways ! 
Then spread the nch discovery, and invite 
Mankind to share in the divine dehght* 
Distorted from its use and just designy 
To make the pitiful possessor shine ; 
To purchase, at the fool-frequented fair 
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear, 
Is profanation of the basest kind — 
Proof of a trlBing and a worthless mmdi 

A* Hail, Stemholdy thea; and HopkinSf hail 1 
B, Amen. 
If flattery, folly, lust, employ the pen ; 
If acrimony, slander, and abuse. 
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 
Though Butler's w|t, Pope's numbers, Prior's ease. 
With all that fancy can invent to please, 
Adorn the polish'd periods as they fall. 
One madrigal of theirs is worth them all. 

A. 'T would thin the ranks of the poetic tribe, 
To dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

B* No matter—- we could shift when they were not ; 
And shouldj no doubt, if they were all forgot. 
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PROGRESS OF ERROR. 



Si quid hquarauSeaJum^— "Rat., Lib. i. Od. tt 

)SlNG, muH, if such a theme, lo dark, lo long, 
May find a muse to grace it with a soag. 
By what unseen and unsuspected arts 
The serpent, error, twinea round human heartt [ 
Tell where the lurks, beneath what flowery shadeii 
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades, 
I'he poisonous, black, insinuating worm. 
Successfully conceals her loathsome form. 
Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine, 
Counsel and caution from a voice like mine ! 
Truths, that the theorist could ntver reach, 
And observation taught me, I would teach. 

Not all whose eloquence the fancy fiUst 
Musical as the chime of tinkling rills, 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretendi 
Can trace her mazy windings to their efid { 
Discern the fraud beneath the specious lure, 
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is dear, 
Falli wporific en the Uitleu ear i 
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Xtike qiiicktilfer» the rhetoric they disphy 
Shines as it runs, but grasp'd tt, slips away. 

PlacM for his trial on this bustling stagff 
From thoughtless youth to ruminating age« 
Free in his will to choose or to refuse* 
Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 
£lse on the fatalist's unrighteous plan. 
Say, to what bar amenable were man ; 
With naught in charge he could betray no trust ; 
And, if he fell, would fall because he must ; 
If love reward him, or if vengeance strike. 
His recompense is both unjust alike. 
Divine authonty within his breast 
Brings every thought, word, action to the test ; 
Warns him or prompts, approves him or restrains. 
As reason, or as passion, takes the reins. 
Heaven from above, and conscience from within. 
Cry in his startled ear — Abstain from sin ! 
The world around solicits his desire. 
And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire ; 
While, all hb purposes and steps to guard. 
Peace follows virtue as its sure reward ; 
And pleasure brings as surely in her train. 
Remorse, and sorrow, and vindictive pain. 

Man, thus endued with an elective voice. 
Must be supplied with objects of his choice. 
Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight. 
Or present, or in prospect, meet bis light ; 

c2 
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Thoae open on the ^t their honied (tore t 
These call him, loudly, to pursuit of more> 
His unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
A^aHce shows, and viitue is the price. 
Here various motives his ambition raite-~ 
Power, pomp and splendour, and the thirst of praise { 
There beauty woos him with expanded annt j 
£'cD Bacchanalian madness has its charms. 

Nor these alone, vrhose pleasures, less refin'di 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind, 
Seek to supplant his inexperienc'd youth( 
Or lead him, devious, from the path of truth ( 
Hourly allurements on his passions press, 
Safe tQ themselves, but dangerous in th' excess. 

Hark ! how it floats upon the dewy air ! 
O what a dying, ^ying close was there I 
*Tis harmony from yon scquester'd bower, 
Sweet harmony, that soothes the midnight hour! 
Long ere the charioteer of day had run 
His morning course, t!i' enchantment was begun [ 
And he shall gild yon mountain's height again. 
Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 

Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent. 
That virtue points to i Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise. 
Detach the soul frcn^ earth, and speed her to the skies! 
Ye devotees to your ador*d employ, 
Enthuusst) drunk with an unreal' jo^. 
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I>ove makes the music of the blest abofei 
Heaven's harmony in universal love ; 
And earthly sounds, though sweet, and weU com- ^ 
And lenient as soft opiates to the mind, [bin'd, f 
Leave vice and folly unsubdu'd behind. * > J 

Grey dawn appears, the sportsman and his traxm 
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain ; 
'Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighbouring lairSy 
Save that his scent is less acute than theirs; 
For persevering chase, and headlong leaps. 
True beagle, as the staunchest hound he keeps. 
Charg'd with the foUy of his life's mad scene, 
He takes offence and wonders what you mean ) 
The joy the danger and the toil o'erpays — 
^is exercise, and health, and length of days. 
Again, impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leaps every fence but one, there falls and dies ; 
Like a slain deer the tumbrel brings him home, 
Unmiss'd, but by his dogs and by his groom. 

Ye clergy ; while your orbit is your place. 
Lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 
But if, eccentric, ye forsake your sphere. 
Prodigies ominous, and view'd with fear. 
The comet's baneful influence is a dream ; 
Yours real, and pernicious in th' extreme. 
What then ! are appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same case that man puts on his gown ? 
Will avarice and concupiscence give place, 
Cha-m'd by the sounds — Your Reverence, or Your 
Grace ? 
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No. But lot own eogsgemeDt binds him &st 
Or if it does not, bnods him to the Uit, 
VhU athnita call him— a detigmng knave* 
A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and ilave^ 
Oh, taugh or rnooni with me the rueful jest. 
A cauock'd huDtsman and a fiddling priect ! 
He from Itahaa Bongaters takei his cue : 
Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
He tak«s the field. The master of the pack 
Cries— Well done, saint ! and cLips him on the back. 
Is this the path of sanctity i la this 
To stand a way-mark in the road to bliss I 
Himself a wanderer from the narrow way, 
His silly sheep, what wonder if they stray ? 
Go ca«t your orders at your bishop's feet, 
Send your dishonour'd gown to Monmouth-street I 
The sacred function in your hands is made- 
Sad sacrilege ! — no function, but a trade 1 

Occiduns is a pastor of renown ; 
When he has pray'd and preach'd the Sabbath down, 
With wire and catgut he concludes the day, 
Quavering and semiquaTenng care away. 
The full concerto swells upon your ear t 
An elbow* shake. Look in, and you would swear 
The Babylonian tyrant, with a nod. 
Had summon'd them to serve his golden god. 
So well that thought th' employment teems to suit) 
Psaltery and sackbut, dulcimer, and flute. 
Oh fie ! 'tis evangelical and pure : 
Observe each (ace how sober and demure ! 

» 
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Ecstasy sets her stamp on every mein f 

Chins fallen, and not an eye-hall to he seen. 

Still I insist, though music heretofore 

Has charm'd me much, (not e'en Occiduus more) 

Love, joy, and peace, make harmony more meet 

For Sahbath evenings, and, perhaps, as sweet. 

Will not the sickliest sheep of every flocfe 
Resort to this example as a rock ; 
There stand, and justify the foul abuse 
Of Sabbath hours with plausible excuse i 
If apostolic gravity be free 
To play the fool on Sundays, why not we ? 
If be the tinkling harpsichord regards 
As inoffensive, what offence in cards ? 
Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay 1 
Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play. 



Oh Italy ! thy Sabbaths will be soon 
Our Sabbaths, closM with mummery and buffoon. 
Preaching and pranks will share the motley scene : 
Ours parcelled out, as thine have ever been, 
Gods worship and the mountebank between. 
What says the prophet ? Let that day be blest 
With holiness and consecrated rest. 
Pastime and business both it should exclude* 
And bar the door the moment they intrude ; 
Nobly distinguish'd above all the six, 
By deeds in which the worU mM never mix. 
Hear him again. He calls ]j||^4^S^^* 
A day of luxury, observed 



} 
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When the gUd >Oul ii made heaveii'i welcome gnctU 
Siti banquet! ag, and God provides thefeait. 
But triflera are engag'd and cannot come ; 
Tbnr aniwer to the call, ii — Not at bomt, 

Ob, the dear pleasure! of the Tclvet plain. 
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again. 
Cards with what rapture, and the polith'd die, 
The yawning chasm of indolence lupply I 
Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness ofjoys that shun the sight of noon. 
Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball. 
The snug dose party, or the splendid hall, 
Where night down-stooping from her ebon throne. 
Views constellations brighter than her own. 
'Tis innocent, and harmless, and refin'd ; 
The balm of care, elysium of the mind. 
Innocent ! Oh, if venerable time. 
Slain at the foot of pleasure, be no crime. 
Then, with his silver beard and magic wand, 
Let Comus rise archbishop of the land ; 
Let him your rubric aod your feast prescribe. 
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coane athletic cast. 
The rank debauch suits Clodio's filthy taste, 
RuGUus, exquisitely form'd by rule, 
Not of the moral, but the dancing school, 
■Wonders at Clodio's follies, in a tone 
A> tragical, as other) tt W own. 
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He cannot drink five bottles, bilk tbe WOR» 

Thea kin a conttable, and drink five more t 

But he can draw a pattenii make a tartj 

And has the ladiet' etiquette by heart. 

Go, fool ; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead 

Your catt«e before a bar 70U Uttle dread t 

Bat know, the law, thstbida the drunkard die^ 

Is far too just to pass the trider by. 

Both baby-featur'd, and of in&nt size, 

View'd From a distance, and with heedless eyeit 

Folly and innocence are so alike. 

The difference though ■ssential, fails to strike. 

Yet folly ever has a vacant stare» 

A umpeiing countenance, and a trifling air | 

But innocence, sedate, serene, erect, 

Delights us, by engaging our respect. 

Man, nature's guest by invitation sweet, 

Receives from her both appetite and treat ; 

But, if he play the glutton and exceed. 

Hit benefactreas blushes at the deed. 

For nature, nice, as liberal to dispense. 

Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense. 

Daniel ate pulse by choice — example rare ! 

Heaven blets'dthe youth, and made him fresh and fair. 

Gorgonius sits, abdominous and wan, 

Like a ht squab upon a Chinese fan ; 

He snuffs, far off, th' anticipated joy j 

Turtle and venison all his thoughts employ ; 

Prepares for meals as jockies take a sweat, 

Oh, nauseous ! ^~aa emetic for * whet 1 
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Will ProvWence o'eiiook the wuted good ? 
Temperance were no virtue if he could. 

That pleasures, therefoie, or what luch we call, 
Are hurtful, is a truth confeis'd by alL 
And some, that seem to threaten virtue less. 
Still hurtful, in th' abuse, or by th' exceu. 

Is man, then, only for his torment plac'd 
The centre of delights he may not taste i 
Like fabled Tantalus, condemn'd to hear 
The precious stream etill purling in his ear, 
Lipnleep in what he longs for, and yet curst 
With pri^ibition, and perpetual thirst ? 
No, wrangler — destitute of shame and sense, 
The precept, that enjoins him abstinence, 
Forbids him none but the Ucentious joy. 
Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 
Remorse, the fatal egg, by pleasure laid 
In every bosom where her oeit is made, 
Hatch'd by the beams of truth, denies him rest. 
And proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 
No pleasure ? Are domestic comforts dead f 
Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ? 
Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame. 
Good sense, good health, good conscience, and good 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove [hntt ? 

That virtue has a title to your love. 
Have you no touch of pity, that the poor 
Stand starr'd at your inhospitable door i 
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Or, if yonrwlf, too Kantily supplied. 
Need lielp, let hoant induitry prorid*. 
Eani, if you want ; if 7011 aboumJ, impart : 
Theie both are pleasures to the ieelin^ heart. 
No pleasure ! Has some sickly eastern waste 
Seat us a wind to parch us at a blast i 
Can British paradise no iceoes afford 
To please her sated and indifferent lord i 
Are sweet philosophy's enjoyments ma 
Quite to the lees ? And has religion none? 
Brntet) capable, would tell you 'tis a lie. 
And judge you from the kennel and the sty. 
Ddights like these, ye sensuU and profane. 
Ye are bid, begg'd, besought to entert^n ; 
Call'd to these crystal streams, do ye turn off. 
Obscene, to swill and swallow at a trough ? 
Envy the beast thenoa whom Heaven bestowi 
Your pleasures, with no curses in the close. 

Pleasure, admitted in undue degree. 
Enslaves the will, nor leaves thejudgment free. 
Tis not alone the grape's enticing juice 
Unnerves the moral powers, and mars their use : 
Ambition, avarice, and the lust offaiue, 
And woman, lovely woman, does the same. 
The heart, surrender'd to the ruling power 
Of some ungoverp'd passion every hour, 
Finds, by degrees, the truths that once bore sway, 
And all their deep impreMioni, wear away. 
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So coin grows smooth, in traffic current put'd* 

Till Cz&ar's Image is eSac*d at last. 

The breach, though small at fireti loon opening wide» 

In rushe* folly with a fuU-mooD tide. 

Then welcome erron, of whatem size, 

To justify it by a thousand liet. 

As creeping ivy clings to wood or stouet 

And hides the ruin that it feeds upon ; 

So sophistry cleaves close to, and protect! 

Sin's rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 

Mortals, whose pleasures are their only caref 

First wish to be impot'd on, and thed are. 

And lest the fulsome artifice should fail, 

Themselyes wiU hide its coarseness with a veil. 

Not more industrious are the just and true. 

To gire to virtue what is virtue's dtie-r- 

The praise of wisdom, comeliness, and worth ; 

And call her charms to public notice fortk-r^ 

Than vice's mean and disingenuous race 

To hide the shocking features of her face. 

Her form with dress and lotion they repair ; 

Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy [ 
A trifle, if it move but to amuse : 
But, if to wrong the judgment and abuse. 
Worse than a poniard in the basest hand, 
tt stabs at 9nce tlie monis of a land. 



Ye writers of what none with safety read^f 
footing it in the dance that fancy leads ; 
Ye novelists 9 who mar what ye would mendf 
Snivelling and drirelling folly without end ; 
Whose corresponding misses fill the team 
With sentimental frippery and dream. 
Caught in a delicate soft silken net. 
By some lewd earl, or rake-hell baronet ; 
Ye pimps, who under virtue's fair pretence 
Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And teach her, unexperienced yet and greeni 
To scribble as you scribbled at fifteen ; 
Who, kindling a combustion of desire^ 
With some cold nu>ral think to qtten<5h the fire ; 
Though all your engineering proves in vain, 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again : 
Oh that a verse had power, and could command 
Far, far away, these flesh-flies of the land ; 
Who fasten, without mercy, on the fair, 
And suck, and leave a craving maggot there. 
Howe'er disguis'd th' inflammatory tale. 
And eover'd with a fine-spun specious veil ; 
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gust 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 

Bnt the muse, eagle-pinion'd, has in view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 
Down, down the wind she swims, and sails away ; 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 
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Petronioa i all the muses weep for tbee ; 
But every tear shall scald thy memory : 
The graceS) t»o, while virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 
Felt each a mortal stab in her owd breast, 
Abbor'd the sacrifice, and curs'd the priest. 
Thou polish'd and high-finish'd foe to triith> 
Gray-beard corrupter of our listeniDg youth. 
To purge and skim away the filth of vice. 
That, so refin'd, it might the more entice, 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son, 
To taint hii heart, was worthy of limeovm I 
Now, while the poison all high life pervade*, 
Write, if thou can'st, one letter from the sludea | 
One, and one only, cbarg'd with deep regret 
That thy worst pait, thy principles, li™ yet ; 
One sad (epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind* 

'Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears. 
Our most important are our earliest years j 
The mind, imprcBsiblc and soft, with ease 
Imbibes and copies what she hears and sees. 
And, through Lfe's labyrinth holds fast the clue 
That education gives her, false or true. 
Plants rais'd with tenderness are seldom strong j 
Man's coltish disposition asks the thong j 
And, without discipline, ths favorite child. 
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. 
But wc, as if good qualities would grow 
Bpontaucaus, take but little pains to towj 
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We give some Latin, and a smatch of Greek ; 
Teach him to fence and figare twice a week ; 
And, having donei we think, the best we can, 
Pnisc his pro&ciencf , and dub him a man. 

From ichool to Cam or lus, and thence home; 
And thence, with all conveiient speed, to Rome, 
With reverend tutor, clad in habit lay. 
To tease for cash, and quairel with all day { 
With memorandum-book for every town. 
And every post, and where the chaise broke down } 
His (tock, a few French phrases got by heart { 
With much to leam, hut nothing to impart, 
The youth obedient to his sire's commands, 
Sett off a wanderer into foreign lands. 
Surpiis'd at all they meet, the gosling pair, 
With awkward gait, stretch'd neck, and silly stare, 
Discover huge cathedrals, built with stone. 
And steeples towering high, much like our own ; 
But shew peculiar light by many a gria 
At popish practices observ'd within. 

Ere long, tome bowing, smirking, smart abb£, 
Remarks two loiterers that have lost their way j 
And, being always prim'd with folitctie 
For men of their appeannce and address. 
With much compassion undertakes the task 
To tell them — more than they have wit to ask : 
Points to inscriptions wheresoe'er they tread. 
Such as, when legible, were never read^ 
b2 
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But being cuikeHd now and half worn out* 
Craze aatiquarian brutit with endlcH doubt f 
Some headleis hero, or aoiae Cesar sbow»^ 
Defective only in his Roman hok ; 
Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans. 
Models of Herculanean pots aad pans j 
And sells them medals, which, if neither mre 
Nor andent, will be so, preaerv'd with cire. 

Strange the recital ! from whatever cause 
His great improTcment and new lights be draws. 
The squire, once bashful, ii shamefac'd no mgrCj 
But teems with powers he never felt before ; 
Whether increas'd momentuui, and the force 
With which from clime to clime he sped hia courts 
( A.S axles sometimes kindle as tbey go) 
ChaTd him. sod brought dull nature to a glow j 
Or whether clearer skies and softer air. 
That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair* 
Freshemng hii lazy spirits as he lan. 
Unfolded genially, and spread the man ; 
Returning, he proclaims, by many a grace, 
By shrugs, and strange contortions of hit facCf 
H*w mUch a dunce, that has been sent to roam. 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home. 

Accomplishments have taken virtue's place. 
And wisdom Falls before exterior grace ; 
We slight th< precious kemal of the itonCf 
And toil to polish its rough coat aleae. 
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A joat deportoient^ manners graced .with caie^ 
Elegant phrase, and figure formed to pleases 
Are qualities that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardiansi 8ch<x)lsy intend | 
Hence an unfurmsh'd and a listless mind. 
Though husy, trifling ; empty, though refinM $ 
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash 
With indolence and luxury, is trash ; 
While learning, once the man's exdusive pride^ 
Seems verging fast towards the female side. 
Leaming itself, received into a mind 
By nature weak, or viciously inclined. 
Serves but to lead philosophers astray. 
Where children would with ease discern the way. 
And, of all arts sagacious dupes invent 
To cheat themselves and gain the world's assent. 
The worst is— scripture warp'd from its intent. 

The carriage howls along, and all are pleas'd 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels well greas'd j 
But, if the rogue have gone a cup too far, 
Left out his Unch-pin, or forgot his tar. 
It suffers interruption and delay, 
And meets with hinderance in the smoothest way. 
When some hypothesis, absurd and vain. 
Has fill'd with all its fumes a critic's brain, 
The text that sorts not with his darling whim. 
Though plain to others, is obscure to hinu 
The will made subject to a lawless forccy 
. AU is irregular^ and out of course ^ 



} 
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And judgment drunk, and brib'd to low hit way, 
Winka hard, and talks of darkoeti at noon day. 

A critic oo tbe Mcrcd book sliould be 
Candid aad learn'd, dispisuonate and free ; 
Free from tbe wayward bias bigots fceli 
From fancy's influence, and intemperate zeal : 
But, above all, (or let the wretch refrain. 
Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 
Free from the domineering power of lust j 
A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy power address, 

Thou god of our idolatry, the press ? 

By thee, religion, h'beny and laws, 

£xert their influence, and advance their cause ; 

By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh's land befel, 

Diffus'd, make earth the vestibule of hell ; 

Thou fountain, at which drink the good aod wise ) 

Thou ever-bubbling spring of endless lies j 

Like Eden'a dread probationary tree. 

Knowledge of good and evil is from thee. 

No wild enthusiast ever yet could rest 
Till half mankind were like himself possess'd. 
Philosophers, who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt ; 
Church quacks, with passions under uo conunandf 
Who fill the world with doctrines contrabani^ 
Discoveries of they know not what, confin'd 
Within ao bounds— the blind tlurt lead tbe Uindf 
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To (tmnu of populnr opinion drawn, 
Depotit io thote ihallovra all tbcir ipawn. 
The wriggliog fry seon fill the creek« around, 
Poiwniag tbe waters wbere tbeir swarma abound. 
Scom'd bjr the nobler tenants of the flood. 
Minnows and gudgeons gorge th' unwholeKiine fboif. 
The propagated myriads spread so /ast. 
E'en Leuwcnhoeck himself would stand aghast, 
Employ'd to calculate th' cDOrmous sum, 
And own hit crab -computing powers o'ercome. 
Is this hyperbole > The world well known. 
Your sober thoughts will hardly €ad it one. 

Fresh confidence the speculatist takes 
From every hair-braio'd procdyte he makes ; 
And therefore pHott: himself but half deceiv'df 
Till others hare tbe toothing tale believ'd. > 

Hence comment after comment, spun as fine 
As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line ; 
Henoe the tame word, that bids our lusts obeyi 
Is misapplied, to sanctify their sway> 
If Btubborn Greek refuse to be his firiend, 
Hebrew or Syriac shall b* forc'd to bend : 
If languages and copies all cry, No- 
Somebody. prov'd it centuries ago. 
Like trout pursued, tbe critic, io despair, 
Darts to the mud, and £nds his safety there 
Women, vhom custom has forbid to fly 
The scholar's pitch, (the scholar beat knows why} 
With all the simple aod unlettered poor, 
AdmiTc his learning, and almost a4pi^ 
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Wboevn- em, the print can m'm- be wron^^ 
WiUt such fine wordi CnnOiar to hu tongiM^ 

Ye ladiet ! (for, iodifferent in ytnir cauM^ 
I (hould deserve to forfeit all applause) 
WIiateTer shockg, or givn the least offence 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or K use, 
(Try the criterion, 'ti« a faithful guide) 
Nor hai, nor can bave> gcnpture on ita aide. 

Nooe but an author knowi iin author*! cxnw. 
Or fancy 's (ondnew for the child the bears. 
Committed once into the public armi. 
The baby aeenn to imile wi&i added channi, 
i-nke aomethiDg preciout ventur'd far from thore^ 
'Tis valued for the danger"* »ake the more. 
He views it with comphwOTicy supreme. 
Solicits kind attention to hb dream ; 
And daily, more ecamour'd of the cheat. 
Kneels, and asks Heaven to bless the dear deceit> 
So one, whose story senres at least to show 
Men lov'd their own productions lotig ago, 
Woo'd an unfeeiing statue for his wife. 
Nor rested till the gods had given it life. 
If some mere driveller suck the sugar'd 6b, 
One that still needs his leading.«triog and bib. 
And praise his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise applied to the same part — his head* 
For 'tis a rule, that holds forever true. 
Gnat me discenunent, and I j^rant it yo«t 
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Patient of contradiction^ as a child 
Affable, humble, diffident, and mild ^ 
Sach was Sir Isaac, and such Bayle and Locke % 
Your blunderer is as sturdy as a rock. 
The creature is so sure to kick and bite» 
A muleteer's the man to set him right. 
First appetite enlists him truth's sworn foe, 
Then obstinate self-will confirms him so. 
Tell him he wanders ; that his eiror leads 
To &tal ills ; that though the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he see no cause of fear, 
]Death and the pains of hell attend him there ( 
In vain ; the slave of arrogance and pride, 
He has no hearing en the prudent side, 
^s still. refuted quirks he still repeats; 
New rais'd objections with new quibbles meets f 
Till, sinking in the quicksand he defends. 
He dies disputing, and the contest ends — 
But not the mischiefs : they, still left behind, 
Like thistle seeds are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill ; 
Brad the straight rule to their own crooked will j 
And, with a clear and shining lamp supplied, 
First put it out, then take it for a guide^ 
Halting on crutches of unequal size ; 
One leg by truth supported, one by lies $ 
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace, 
j^ecoie ojf nothing — ^but to lose the race. 
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Faulu in the life breed etron in the braia ; 
And theWt reciprocaO^i thoK agiin. 
The mind and conduct mutually impiint 
And stamp their imige in each other's mjot : 
Each, sire and dam of aa infernal race^ 
Begetting and coneeinug all that's haae. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in rieVf 
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For though, ere yet the shaft is on the ning^ 
Or when it first forsakes tli' elastic string, 
It err but little from th' intended line. 
It falls, at last, far wide of his design : 
So he, who seeks a maneioa in the aky, 
Must watch his purpose with a steadfast eye ; 
Thai priie belongs to none but the sincere, 
The least obliquity is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circean cup i 
He that sips often, at last drinks it up. 
Habits are soon assum'd ; but when we strive 
To strip them off, 'tis bdug flay'd alive, 
Call'd tu the temple of impure ddight. 
He that abstaina, and he alone, does right. 
If a wish wander that way, call it home ; 
He cannot long be iafe whose wishes roam. 
But, if you pass the threshold, you are caught ; 
Die then, if power Almighty save you not. 
There, hardening by degrees, till double steel'di 
Take leave of nature's God> end God reveal'd j 
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Tti«n laugh at aD yoii trembled at before ; 
And, joining the free-thinker's brutal roar, 
Swallow the two grand nostrum! they dispeiue— • 
That scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 
If clemency revolted by abuse 
Be damnable, then damn'd without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence when they will 
7he storm of passion, and say, Ptaee, it illU ; 
But, " Tbuifar and no farther," when address'd 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast. 
Implies authority that never can. 
That iKTcr ought to be the lot of man. 

But, muse, forbear ) long flights forebode a fall} 
Strike on the deep-ton'd chord the sum of aU. 

Hear the just law — -the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies i 
And he that will be cheated to the last, 
I3eluuoo8, strong as hell, shall bind him fast. 
But, if the wanderer his mistake discern. 
Judge his own wayB> and sigh for a rcturni 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
Forever and forever f No— the cross! 
There, and there only, (though the deist rave, ~ 
And atheist, if earth bear so base a sbve ;) L 
There, and there only, is the power to save. J 
There no delusive hope invites despair ; 
No mockery meets you, no deception, there. 

TOU I. I 
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The iprlli and channii that blinded you before, 
AU vamsh there, and ^scinate no more. 

I am DO preacher. In this hint tufEce— 
The croBS, once teen, is death to every vice : 
Elae he that hung there Buffer*d all his paiit. 
Bled, groaa'd, and agoaiz'd> and died, in vain. 
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PetuMtur /ftt/iW.-— HoR. Lib. II. Epist, 1. 

IVJIAN, on the dubious waves of error toss'd, 

His ship half founder' d and his compass lost, 

Sees, far as human optics may command, 

A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land : 

Spreads all his canvass, every sinew plies ; 

Pants for'ty aims at it, enters it, and dies I 

Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes. 

His well-built systems, philosophic dreams } 

Deceitful views of future bliss, farewell ! 

He reads his sentence at the flames of hell. 

Hard lot of man — ^to toil for the reward 

Of virtue, and yet lose it ! Wherefore hard ?— 

He that would win the race must guide his horse 

Obedient to the customs of the course ; 

Else, though unequall'd to the goal he flics, 

A meaner than himself shall gain the prize. 

Grace leads the right way : if you choose the wrong. 

Take it, and perish ; bat restrain your tongue. 

Charge not, with light sufficient, and left free. 

Your wilful suicide on God's decree. 
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Oh how unlike the complex worki of msii. 
Heaven's easy, artleis, unincumber'd, plan ! 
No meretricious giacei to beguile. 
No clustering ornaments to clog the pile [ 
From ostentation, aa from weakness free, -k 
It itands like the cerulean arch we see, J- 

Majestic in its own simplicity. J 

Inscrib'd above the portal, from afar 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star, 
liegible only by the light they give. 
Stand the soul-quicken iag words — bilieve Ahq litg ! 
Too many, sbock'd at what should chann them mostf 
Deiipise the plain diri;ction, and are lost. 
Heaven on such terms ! (they cry with proud ditdiio} 
IncrcdiblL', impossible, and vain j — 
Rebel, because 'tis easy to obey ; 
And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way* 
These aru the sober, in whose cooler braiai 
f^ome thought of immortality remains i 
The rest, too busy, or too gay, to wait 
On the sad theme, their everlasting ctntCj 
Sport for a day, and perish in a night ; 
The foam upon the waters not so light. 

Who judg'd the pharisee ? What odious cause 
Expos'd him to the vengeance of the laws i 
Had lie scduc'd a virgin, wrong'd a friend, 
Or stabb'd a man to serve some private end? 
WaE blasphemy his lin ? Or did he stray 
From the strict dutie» of the sacred day ? 
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8it long and bte at the carousing board ? 

(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 

Kg— the man's morals were exact. What then i 

Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 

His virtues were his pride ; and that one vice 

Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 

He wore them, as fine trappings, for a show i 

A praying, synagogue-frequenting, beau. 

The self-applauding bird, the peacock^ sec- 
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he ! 
Meridian sun-beams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories ; azure, green and gold : 
He treads as if, some solemn music near. 
His measured step were govem'd by his ear ; 
And seems to say— Ye meaner fowl, give place ; 
I am all spendour, dignity, and grace ! 



} 



Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes ; 
Though he, too, has a glory in his plumes. 
He, christia!i-like, retreats with modest mien 
To the close copse, or far sequestered green. 
And shines, without desiring to be seen. 
The plea of works, as arrogant and vain. 
Heaven turns from with abhorrence and disdain : 
Not mere affronted by avow'd neglect. 
Than by the mere dissembler's feign 'd respect* 
What is all righteousness that men devise ? 
What — but a sordid bargain for the skies i 
But Christ as soon would abdicate his own. 
As stoop from heaven to sell the proud a throne. 

b2 



His dwelling a recew in Mme rude rock f 
Book) beads, and maple^liih, hii meagre Mock t 
la shirt of hair and needs of cannut drew'd> 
Girt with a bell-tope that the pope hat bleas'd ; 
Adust with stripes, told out for every crimet 
And sore tormented, long before his time j 
His prayer preferr'd to saints that cannot aid ; 
His praise postpon'd and never to be paid ; 
See the sage hermit) by mankind admir'd, 
With all that bigotry adopts inspir'd. 
Wearing out life in his rerigious whinr. 
Tin his religious vrhimsy wears out him. 
liis works, his abstinence, his zeal, allon'd. 
You think him humble — God accounts him proiuL 
High in demand, though lowly in pretence. 
Of all his conduct this the genuine sense— 
My penitential stripes, my streaming blood. 
Have purcbas'd heaven, and prove my title good. 

Turn Eastward now, and fancy shall apply 
To your weak sight her telescopic eye. 
The bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire — self-torturing his trade ; 
His voluntary pains, severe and long, 
Would give a barbarous air to British song ; 
No grand inquisitor could worse invent. 
Than he contrives, to suSer, well content. 

Which is the saintUer worthy of thetwo ? 
Past all dispute, yon anchorite, say you- 
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Your aeotence and miiie di£Fer. What's a name i 

I say the bramin has the fairer claim* 

If sufferings^ scripture no where recommendsi 

Devis*d by self, to answer selfish ends. 

Give saintship, then all Europe must agree 

Ten starvling hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth is, (if the truth may suit your ear, 
And prejudice have left a passage clear) 
Pride has attained its most luxuriant growth. 
And poisonM every virtue in them both. 
Pride may be pamperM while the flesh grows lean ; 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 
That grace was Cowper's— his, confessed by all-^ 
Though placM in golden Durham's second stall. 
Not all the plenty of a bishop's board, 
His palace, and his lacqueys, and ** My Lord;'' 
More nourish pride, that condescending vice. 
Than abstinence, and beggary, and lice ; 
It thrives in misery, and abundant grows ; 
In misery fools upon themselves impose. 

But why before us protestants produce 
An Indian mystic, or a French recluse ? 
Their sin is plain ; but what have we to fear, 
' Reform'd, and well instructed ? You shall hear. 
Yon ancient prude, whose withered features show 
She might be young some forty years ago, 
Her elbows pinion'd close upon her hips. 
Her head erect> her fan upon her lips, 



Her eye-brows arch'd, her ejea both gone astnif 
To vatch yon arooroat couple in their pla^ , 
With booy and unkerchiefd neck, defiu 
The rude incIemcDcy of wintry ikiet, 
And uils, with lappet-head and mindng airif 
Dulyi at dink of bell, to morning ptayen. 
To thriit and parsimony much iDclin'df 
She yet allows herself that boy behind. 
The shiTering urchin, bending as he goes. 
With slip-shod heels, and dew-drop at his nose ; 
His predecessor's coat zdvanc'd to wear. 
Which future pages yet are doom'd to share ] 
Carries her bible tuck'd beneath hia arm, 
And hides his hands, to keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account, 
Doubts not, hereafter, with the saints to roounti 
Though not a grace appears, on strictest search. 
But that she fasta, and, item, goes to church. 
Conscious of age, she recollects ber youth. 
And tells, not always with an eye to truth, 
Who spann'd her waist, and who, where'er he came, 
Scrawl'd upon glass Miss Bridget's lotely name i 
Who Btole her slipper, fill'd it with lokay. 
And drank the little bumber everyday. 
Of temper as entenom'd as an asp t 
Censorious, and her every word a vraip ; 
In&ithful memory she records the crimes, 
Or real, or fictitious, of the times ) 
Laughs at the reputations she bu ton, 
And holds them, dangling at am'* tengthi ia tconk 
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Such are tke fruits of sancttmonioifs pnicp 
Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 
Take, Madam, the reward of all your prayers, 
"Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs ; 
Your portion is with them— Nay, never frown ; 
But^ if you pleascj some fathoms lower down. 

Artist, attend ! your brushes and your paint—* 
Produce them— take a chair — ^now draw a saint. 
Ob, sorrowful and sad i the streaming tears 
Channel her cheeks— a Niobe appears I 
Is this a saint ? Throw tints and all away—* 
T/ne piety is cheerful as the day ; 
Will weep, indeed, and heave a pitying groan 
For others' woes, but imiies upon her own* 

What purpose has the King of saints in View { 
Why falls the gospel like a gracious dew ? 
To call up plenty from the teeming earth. 
Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth i 
Is it that Adam's offspring may be sav'd 
From servile fear, or be the more enslav'd ? 
To k>ose the links that gall'd mankind l>efore| 
Or bind them faster on, and add still more ? 
The freeborn christian has no chains to prove ; 
Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 
No fear attends to quench his glowing fireSy 
What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 
Shall he, for such deliverance, freely wrought. 
Recompense ill ? He trem(>leMt the thought. 



H!* Muter*! mtercft and fail own, combiD'J, 
Prompt every movement of hi* heart and mind I 
Thought, word, and deed, his Ubetty cTince ; 
His freedom it tbe fireedom of a piioce. 

Man's obligations infinite, of course 
His Ufe should pmve that he perceives their force 1 
Hit utmoBt he can reader ii but null— 
The principle and motive all in all, 
You have two servants— Tomi an arch, tij rogue, 
From top to toe the Geta now in TOgoe, 
Genteel in figure, evf in addrtM, 
Moves without noise, and swift as an expresi* 
Reports a message with a pleasing grace, 
Espert in all the duties of his place t 
Say, on what hinge does faia obedience move i 
Has he a world of gratitude and love i 
No, not a spark- 'tis all mere sharper's play ; 
He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay ) 
Reduce bis wages, or get rid of her, 
Tom quits you with — Your roost obedient. Sir. 

The dinner lenrM, Charles takes his usual stand. 
Watches your eye, anticipates command ; 
Sighs, if, perhaps, your appetite should fail ; 
And, if he but suspects a frown, turas pale j 
Consults, all day, your interest and your ease, 
Richly rewarded, if he can but please ; 
And, proud to make his firm attachment known, 
To Mve your life* would aoblf risk hii own. 
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Now which stands highest in your ferioos thought i 
Charles, without doubt, say you^-and so he ought } 
One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds, 
f seels ten thousand mercenary deeds* 

Thus Heaven approves, as honest and sincere, 
The work pf generous love ax>d filial fear $ 
But, with averted eyes, th' omniscient Judge 
Scorns th^ base hireling, and the slavish drudge. 
Where dwell these matchless saints ? old Curio cries. -% 
Even at your side. Sir, and beforeyour eyes, > 

The fayour'd few — ^th' enthusiasts you despise. J 
And pleas'd at hear^, because, on holy ground. 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is founds 
Reproach a people with his single fall, 
And cast his filthy raiment at them all* 
Attend !«-an apt sin^ilitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you 80» 

See where it smokes along the sounding plain, 
^lown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 
Peal upon peal redoubling all around, 
Shakes it again, and faster, to the ground ; 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away* 
Ere yet it came, the traveller urg*d his steed, 
And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed ; 
Now, drench'd throughout, and hopeless of his case^ 
He drgps the rein, apd leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, unlook'd-for in a scene to rude. 
Long hid by interposing hill or wood,- 



Some nuumoD, neat and elegantly dreu'df ^ 
By some lund hospitable heart poaKu'd, V 
Offer him warmth, «ccLint7,and rest ; J 

Think with what pleasure, safe, and at his ea«e. 
He heara the tempest howling in the tree* ; 
What glowing thanki hi* lips and heart employ^ 
While danger past ia tuiu'd to present joy. 
So fares it with the nnner, when he feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at his hedi ; 
His conscience, Uke aglasty lakr before* 
Lash'd into foaming wares, begins to roar ; 
The law grown clamorous, though silent long, 
Arraigns him — charges him with every wrong- 
Asserts the rights of his offended I>ord } 
And death, or restitution, is the word : 
Th(^ last impossible, he fears the lirst. 
And, having well deserv'd, expects the wont. 
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home j 
Oh for a shelter from the wr^th to come ! 
Crush me, ye rocks ; ye falling mountains, hide 
Or bury me in ocean's angry tide. — 
The scrutiny of those all-seetng eyes 
1 dare not — And you need not, Godreplieit 
The remedy you want I freely gire ; 
The book shall teach you— read, beliere, and live t 
'Tis donfr — the raging storm is heard no more, 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore t 
And justice, g uardian of the dread command. 
Drops the red vengeance from bit willing hand. 




A •oil, mfeem'd, demands a life of praise ; 
HcDce the complexioaof hi* future days. 
Hence a demeanour holy and unipeck'd. 
And the world'i hatred, as iti Hire effect. 

Some lead a life unblameable and just. 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust: 
They never sia — or, iLfu allofiend) 
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 
The poor are near at band, the charge is small, 
A slight gratuity atones for all 1 
For, though the pope has lost his interest here. 
And pardons are not sold as once Uiey were, 
No papist more desirous to (Mmpound, 
Than some grave sinnera upon English ground. 
That plea refuted, other quirks they seek— 
Mercy is infinite, and man is weak i 
The future shall obliterate the past, 
And heaveu, no doubt, shall be their home at last. 

Come, then-^4 {(ill, small whisper in your car- 
He has no hope who never had a fear ( 
And he that never doubted of bis state. 
He may, perhaps— perhaps he may— too late. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare i 
Xieaming is one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, first in literary fame, 
(Mention him, if you please. Voltaire ?— The tame.] 
With spuit, genius, eloquence, supplied, 
Lii'd long, wrote much, laugh'd heartlyi and died. 

«0L. I, 9 



The scripture W» Iiii jett book, whence he drew 
£Btt molt to gall the Christian aad the Jew. 
An infidel in health, but what when sick I 
Oh— then a text would touch him at the quick. 
View him at Paris, in his last career : 
Surrounding thronga the demi-god revere i 
Exalted on his pedettd of pride. 
And fum'd with frankincense an every side, 
He begs their Aatterjr with his latest breath t 
And smother'd iu't at last, ia prais'd to death 1 

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door. 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store ) 
Content, though mean ; and cheerful, if not gay i 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong daft 
JuBt earns a scanty pittance ; and at uight 
X>icB down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature lit, 
Has little understanding, and no wit | 
Receives no praise ; but, though her lot be luch, 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders much; 
Just knows, and knows no mote, her Bible true— 7 
A truth the brillianl Frenchman never knewj 
And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes^ 
Her title to a treasure iu the skies. 

Oh, happy peasant ! Oh unhappy bard 1 
His tlie mere tinsel, hcr's the rich rewud i- 
He prais'd, perhaps, for ages yet tocome ; 
She uevcr heard of half a mik from bone j 



He, lost in 
She, safe ii 



rnWi, Wj tain heart prefen 
the simpribity of her'a. 



Not miny wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science, win one inch of heavenly ground. 
And, it it not a mortifying thought. 
The poor should gain it, and the rich should not ! 
No — the volupt 'aries, who ne'er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose heaven without regret ; 
Regret would rouse them, and give birth to prayer ( 
Prayer would add faith, and faith would fiK them there. 

Not that the former of us all in this, 
^Or aught he doei, is govem'd by caprice ; 
The supposition is replete with sin. 
And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 
Not to — the silver trumpet's heavenly call 
Sounds for the poor, but sounds alike for alt ! 
Kings are invited ; and, wvuld kings obey. 
No slaves on earth more welcome were tlian they : 
But royalty, nobility, and state. 
Are such a dead preponderating weight, 
That endless bliss, (how strange soe'er it seem) 
In counterpoise, flies up and kicks the beam. 
Tis open, and ye cannot enter— why ? 
Because ye will not, Conyer) would reply — 
And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 
Oh, bleas'd effect of penury and want, 
The seed sowp there, how vigourotis is the plant 1 
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No loil like porerty for growtb divinf , 
At leanest land tuppliet the ridKit wine. 
Earth gtveatoo little, giving only bread. 
To nourish pride, or turn the weaken head ; , 
To them the sounding jargon of the tchoolt 
Seemi what it is— -a cap and bells for fools : 
The light (hey walk by, kindled from above, 
Shows tlicm the shortest way to life and love : 
They, strangers to the controversial field, 
Where deists, always foil'd, yet scorn to yield, 
And never clieck'd by what impedes the wise, 
Selieve, rush forward, and possess tbe prize. 

Envy, ye great, the dull unletter'd small : 
Ye have mucli cause for envy — but not all. 
We boast some rich ones whom the gospel swayl ; 
And one who wears a coronet, and prays ; 
Like gleanings of an olive tree, they show 
Here and there one uprfh the topmost bough. 

How readily, upon the gospel plan, 
That qocation has its answer — What is man! 
Sinful and weak, in every tense a wretch ; 
An instrument, whose chords, open the stretch. 
And Etrain'd to the last screw that he can bear, 
YiHd only disecrd in his Maker's ear. 
Once ll-.c blest residence of truth divine, 
Glorious as Solyma'a interior ibrine. 
Where, in his own oracular abode, 
I>welt visibly the light-creating God; 
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Bat made long linoe, like Babylon of oldf 
A den of muchiefe tterer to be told : 
And she^ once mistress of the realms around^ 
Now scatter'd wide, and no where to be founds 
As soon shall rise and re-ascend the throne. 
By native power and energy her own. 
As nature, at her own peculiar cost, 
Restore to man the glories he has lost. 
Go— bid the winter cease to chill the year f 
Replace the wandering comet in his sphere | 
Then boast (but wait for that unhop'd for hour) 
The self-restoring arm of human power. 
But what is man in his own proud esteem ? 
Hear him — ^himself the poet and the theme : 
A monarch, cloth 'd with majesty and awe ; 
His mind his kiiigdom, and his will his law ; 
Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes, 
Supreme on earth>and worthy of the skies, 
Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod. 
And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God ! 

So sings he, charmM with his own mind and formf 
The song magnificent— the theme a worm I 
Himself so much the source of his delight. 
His Maker has no beauty in his sight. 
See where he sits, contemplative and fixM, 
Pleasure and wonder in his features mixM ; 
His passions tam'd, and all at his controul. 
How perfect the composure of his soul I 

f2 
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Complaceoc^ lias breitb'd a gentle gale 
O'er all hit thoughts, and swell'd hii taaj safi : 
Hit book) well ttimm'd, and ia the gayett style* 
Uke regimented cozcombsi rank and file, 
Adorn hia iotellects as well u iheWes, 
And teach him Dotions splendid as thenuelvei : 
The Bible only standi neglected there — 
Though that of all most worthy of hit care ; 
And) like an infant, troublesome awake, 
It left to sleep, for pe&ce and quiet akkt- 

What sball the man deKrre of human kind, 
Whose happy skill and industry, combinM, 
Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 
The Bible an imposture and a cheat i 
The praises of the libertine, profe«t'd 
The worst of men, and curses of the best. 
Where (hould the living, weeping o'er his woes ; 
The dying, trembling at the awful close ; 
Where the betray'd, forsaken, and oppressed. 
The thousands whom the world forbids to rest : 
Where should they find, (those comforts at an end 
The scripture j-iclJs) or hope to find, a friend ? 
Sorrovr might muse herself to madness then ; 
And, setking exile from the eight of men^ 
Bury herself in solitude profound. 
Grow frantic witli her pangs, and bite the ground. 
T!iu3 often unbelief, grown, sick of life, 
Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 
The jury meet, the coroner is short. 
And lunacy the verdict of Uie coart> 
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Reverse the sentence, let the truth be knovtrn^ 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone. 

They knenr not, what some bishops may not knoiTi 

That scripture is the only cure of woe. 

That field of promise, how it flings abroad 

Its odour o'er the Christian's thorny road ! 

The soul, reposing on assur'd relief. 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 

Forgets heir labour as she toils along. 

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song* 

But the same word, that, like the polish'd share, 
' Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care, 

KiUs, too, the flowery weeds, where'er they grow. 
That bind the sinner's Bacchanalian brow* 
O that unwelcome voice of heavenly love, 
Sad messenger of mercy from above ! 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 
Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear ! 
His will and judgment at continual strife. 
That civil war embitters all his life : 
In vain he points his powers against the skies, 
In vain he closes or averts his eyes. 
Truth will intrude— she bids him yet beware ; 
And shakes the sceptic in the scomer's chair. 

Though various foes against the tnith combine, 
Pride, above all, opposes her design ; 
Pride, of a growth superior to the rest, 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest^ 
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Swells M the tbotigtit> uidi kindling into rage* 
Would hiss the cheruh mercy from tbe itagv. 

And is the loal, indeed, to loit ?->~«be cnei t 
Fallen from her glory, and too weak to rile i 
Torpid and dull, beneath a (rozen acne, 
Has the no spark that may be deem'd her oirn t 
Grant her indebted to what zealoti call 
Grace undeserr'd— yet, (urely, not for all I 
Some beams of rectitnde ibe yet diiplayif 
Some love of virtue, and lome power to praise ; 
Cat) lift herself above coipomd thingi. 
And, soaring on her own unbonowed wingi, 
Foueis herself of all that's good or true, 
Assert the ilciesi and vindicate her due. 
PiMt indiscretion is a venial crime j 
And, if the youth, unmellow'd yet by time. 
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rade^ 
Fruits of a blighted sice, atuter? and crude, 
Maturer yean shall happier stores produce. 
And meliorate the well concocted juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorions zeal, 
To jusrice she may make her bold appeal t 
And leave to mercy, with a tranquil mind. 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear, then, how mercy, slighted and dc&ed. 
Retorts th* affront against tbe crown of pride. 

Perish the virtue, ai it onght, abhorr'd. 
And the fool with it| who iotulti hii Lord. 
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Th' ttonenent a Redeemer's lore has wroaglit 
Is not for yon— -the righteous need it not. 
Seest thou jon harlot, wooing all she meets* 
The wora«out nuisance of the public streets ; 
Herself, from mom to night, from night to mom. 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn 1 
The gracious shower, unlimited and free, 
Shall fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 
Of all that wisdom dictates, this the drift- 
That man is dead in sin, and life a gift. 

Is virtue, then, unless of christian growth^ 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless woe, 
For ignorance of what they could not know ? 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue- 
Charge not a God with such outrageous wrong 1 
Truly, not I — ^the partial light men have. 
My creed persuades me, well employed, may save ; 
While he that scorns the noon-day beam, perverse. 
Shall find the blessing, unimproved, a curse. 
Let heathen worthies, whose exalted mind 
L»eft sensuality and dross behind. 
Possess, for me, their undisputed lot, 
And take, unenvied, the reward they sought. 
But still, in virtue of a Saviour's plea. 
Not blind by choice, but destin'd not to see. 
Their fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came^ 
Deriv'd from the same source of light and grace 
Tliat guides the christian ia Im swifter race* 
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Their judge was conscience, and her rule their In* i 

That rule, pursued with reverence and with awe. 

Led them, however faltering, fakt and ilow, 

From what they knew to what they wi«h'd to know. 

But let DOt bim, that sharei a brighter day, 

Traduce the aplendoiw of a noon-tide layy 

Prefer the twilight of a darker time. 

And deem his base stupidity no crime ; 

The wretch, wlio alights tiie bounty of the ikiea. 

And sinks, while favour'dwhh the medni to rifc» 

Shall find them rated at their full amount) 

The good he acorn'd ^ carried to account. 

Marshalling all hia terrora as he came ; 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring Same ; 
From Sinai'a top Jehovah gave the law — 
Life for obedience— death for every flaw. 
When the great Sovereign would his will expreaa. 
He gives a perfect rule ; what can he less i 
And guards it with a sanction as severe 
Ab vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 
Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim, 
And man might safely trifle with hia name. 
He bids him glow with unremitting love 
To all on earth, and to himself above ; 
Condemns th* injurious deed, the slanderotu tongue* 
The thought that meditates a brotber'a wrong : 
Brings not alone the more conapicnoua part^ 
His conduct — to the teat, but triei his heart. 

HiaA. 1 univenal nature shook and groan'd, 
Twai the kit trumpet— m the Judge cDtbrw'df 
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Rouse an yoor courage at jour utmost need $ 
Now summon every virtue— -etandy and plead. 
What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more { 
That self-renouncing v^asdom^ leamM beforci 
Had ehed immortal glories on your brow. 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 

All joy to the believer ! He can speak-— 
Trembling, yet happy ; confident, yet meek. 

Since the dear hour that brought me to thy footp 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 
I never trusted in an arm but thine. 
Nor hop'd, but in tby righteousness divine t 
My prayers and alms, imperfect and defilM, 
Were but the feeble efforts of a child ; 
Howe'er performed, it was their brightest part. 
That ^ey proceeded from a grateful heart : 
Cleans'd in thine own all-purifying blood* 
Forgive their pvil, and accept their good. 
I cast them at thy feet— -my only plea 
Is what it was— -dependence upon thee : 
While struggling in the vale of tears below. 
That never fail'd, nor shall it fail me now. 

Angelic gratulations rend the skies : •^ 

^ride falls unpitied, never more to rise ; V 

^Humility is crpwn'd } and faith receives the prize. J 
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Taniaat, lain poAeni, nulh eerimne telS 
Sanaiiiut ? Viko< 



Wh 



f HY-weepi the muse for England i What appears 
In England*! case to move the muK to tears i 
From Bide to side of her delightfnl isle 
la she not cloth'd with a perpetual smile i 
Can nature add a chann, or art confer 
A new-found luxury, not seen in ber f 
Where under hca*en, is pleasure more punned? 
Or where does cotd refiection less intrude t 
Her fields a rich expaoK of wary corn, 
Four'd out from plenty's overflowing hora t 
Ambrosial gatdem, in wluch art supplies 
The fervour and the force of Indian iklct ; 
Her peaceful shores, where busy commerce waitf 
To pour his jolden tide through all her gates ; 
Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 
Of eastern groves, and oceans floor'd with ice. 
Forbid, in vain, to push his daring way 
To darker climes, or climes of brighter day t 
Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roU^ 
From the world's girdle to tlte frozen pole f 
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The chariots, bounding on her v^heel-^wom streets ; 
Her vaults below, where every vintage meets } 
Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 
The scenes to which not youth alone resorts. 
But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 
Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 
All speak her happy, let the muse look round 
From east to west, no sorrow can be found ; 
Or only what, in cottages conBn'd, 
Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 
Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears 
In England's case to move the muse to tears ? 

The prophet wept for Israel ; wishM his eyes 
Were fountains fed with infinite supplies : 
For Israel dealt in robbery and wrong ; 
There were the scomer's and the slanderer's tongue | 
Oaths, us'd as playthings or convenient tools. 
As interest bias'd knaves, or fashion fools ; 
Adultery, neighing at his neighbour's door ; 
Oppression, labouring hard to grind the poor ; 
The partial balance, and deceitful weight ; 
The treacherous smile, a mask for secret hate ; 
Hypocrisy, formality in prayer. 
And the dull service of the lip, were there* 
Her women, insolent and self*caress'd. 
By vanity's unwearied finger dress'd, 
Forgot the blush that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrow'd one from art | 
Were just such trifles, without worth or lue^ 
As silly pride and idleness produce } ^ 

▼OL. I. O 
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CatVA, scented, furbelow*!], and floune'd around. 
With feet too delicate to touch the ground. 
They stretchM the neck, and roll'd thewautOD eyej 
^nd ligh'd for eiery fool that fluttcr'd by. 

He Mw his people slavet to erery luit* 
T.ewd, ajaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 
He heard the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavilj' along the distant road ; 
Saw Babylon set wide her two^Ieav'd brasi 
To let the military deluge pass i 
JeniBalem a prey, her glory soii'd. 
Her princes captive, and her treasure ipoilM j 
Wept till all lirael lieard his bitter cry ; 
Stamp'd nith hia foot ; and smote upon hia thigh: 
But wept, and stamp'd, and raiote his thigh in vain— 
Pleaatirc is deaf when told of future pain, 
And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears kmg accuGtom'd to the pleasing lute— 
They Korn'd hit inipiialion and his theme ; 
Pronotinc'd him frantic, and his fears a dream ; 
With self-indulgence wing'd the fleeting hours. 
Till the foe found them, and down fell the towen. 

Long time Assyria bound them in her chain } 
Till penitence had purg'd the pubUc «win, 
And Cyrus, with relenting pity TOOT'd, 
Returh'd them happy to the land theyIoT*d: 
There, proof against prosperity, awhile 
7hey stood the test of ber eninaring smile j 
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And had the grace, in scenes of peace, to sbov^ 
The virtue they had learn'd in scenes of woe. 
But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain ; 
And, after all the joys that plenty leads. 
With tip-toe step vice silently succeeds. 

When he that rul'd them with a shepherd's rddi 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 
Came, not expected in that humble guise, 
To sift and search them with unerring eyes. 
He found, conceaPd beneath a fair outside. 
The filth of rottenness and worm of pride ;> 
Their piety a system of deceit. 
Scripture employed to sanctify the cheat j' 
The ph2uisee the dupe of his own art, 
Self-idoliz'd, and yet a knave at heart !• 

When nations are to perish in their sins,* 
'Tis in the church the leprosy begins. 
The priest, whose office is, with zeal sineeref 
To watch the fountain and preserve it clear. 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon thebrink, 
Wliile others poison what the flock must drink y 
Or, waking at the call of lust alone, 
Infuses lies and errors of his own. 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure; 
And, tainted by the very means of cure, 
Catch from each other a contagious spot,^ 
The fovfl forerunner of a general rol^ 
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TKen truth ii huah'd, tbit hweif 11M7 preach | 
And all is trash that reawii cannot teach : 
Then God's own image, on the loul impreu'd^ 
Becomej a mockery and a standing jest ; 
And faith, the root whence only can amc 
The grace) of a life that wmathe ikieSf 
Loses at once all value and esteem, 
ProDounc'd by grey heards— ^ pemicjoua dream ; 
Then ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Prepar'd to 6ght for shadows of no worth j 
While truths, on which eternal things dq>«nd, 
Pind not, or hardly find, a sin^e friend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of coimnand, 
They learn to bow, to knetl, to ait, to stand | 
Happy to fill religion's vacant place 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grinuce. 

Such, when the teacher of his church was there> 
People and priest the sons of Israel were } 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import, of their oracles divine 1 
Their leamiag legendary, falte, abturdt 
And yet exalted above God'a own word ; 
They drew a curse irom an intended good* 
PufF'd up with gifts they never understood. 
He judg'd them with as terrible a ^wn* 
As if not love, but wnth, had brought him down 1 
Yet he was gentle as toft summer airs ; 
Had grace for others' sios, but none for tlieir'i. 
Through all he spoke a noble plainneis ran 1 ■■ 
Jlhetoric is artifice, the work of man ; 
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Aiid tricks and turns, that fancy may devise^ 
Are far too mean for Him that rules the skies. 
Th* astonish *d vulgar trembled while he tore 
The nuisk from faces never seen before : 
He stripp'd th' impostors in the noon-day sun ; 
Shew'd that they follow'd all they seem*d to shun ; 
Their prayers made public, their excesses kept 
As private as the chambers where they slept ; 
The temple and its holy rites profan'd 
Sy mummeries he that dwelt in it disdained ^ 
UpUfted hands, that at convenient times 
Could act extortion and the worst of crimeS| 
Wash'd with a neatness scrupulously nice. 
And free from every taint but that of vice. 
Judgment, however tardy » mends her pace 
When obstinacy once has conquered grace» 
They saw distemper heal'd, and life restor'd^ 
In answer to the fiat of his word ;. 
Confessed the wonder, andr with daring tongue^ 
Blasphem'd th' authority from which it sprung^ 
They knew, by sure prognostics seen on high. 
The future tone and temper of the sky ; 
But, grave dissemblers ! could not understand. 
That sin, let loose, speaks punishment at hand: 

Ask now of history's authentic page, 
And call up evidence from every age $ 
Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land : 
What nation will you find, whose annals prove 
So rich ao interest in Almighty love ? 

Q 2 
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Where dvell thajr oon, yrhtn d«4t in ucient iatf^ 
A people planted, watec'd, bleit, at ^hey l 
Let Egypt'* piaguM and Cao^aa'a woe* procUim 
The favours pour'd upon the Jewish name— 
Thcic freedom, pifrchu'd for them tt the coit 
Of all their hard oppretson Talued most t 
Their title to a countr^r iiot th«r own 
Made sure by prodigiei till then ud1(dowd | 
For them, the states they left, nude waate and void l 
For them, the it^tes to which they went, destroy'd j 
A cloud to measure out their march by day> 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 
That moviqg signal lummoning, when belt. 
Their host to move ; and when it atay'd, to re«t. 
For them the rockt diuoWM into a flood. 
The dews condeo&'d into angelic food ; 
Their very garments ucred— old, yet new. 
And time forbid to touch them at he flew ; 
Stream*, swell'd above the bank, enjoin'd to Stand, 
While they pau'd through to their appointed land ( 
Their leader arm'dwith meekness, meal and lo?e. 
And grac'd with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselfes secur'd beneath th' Almighty wing j 
Their God their captain,* lawgiver, aod king t 
Crown'd with a thousand victoiies, apd at last 
Lords of the conqucr'd soil, there rooted fast. 
In peace posse&sing what they won by war. 
Their name far publish'd, and revcr'd at far ; 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow'd 
With all that men e'er wiih'd, or Heaven bcitow'd ? 

* Vide Jotbua T. i^ 
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They» and they only, amppgat all iiiiiikind» 
Recfiv'4 the traogaript of ih* Eternal Mind ; 
Were trusted with bis own engraven laws» 
And constituted guardians of his cai^se ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priettlj callf 
And theirs, hy birth, the Saviour of us all. 
In vain the natiooi, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiring eyes, 
Had sought tQ crush them, guarded as they were 
By power divine, and skill that could not err*.. 
Had i^^ttj maintain'd allegiance firm and sure» 
And kept the faith immaculate and pure. 
Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o'ercome } 
And the twelve standards of the tribes unfurl'd • 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 
But grace, abus'd, brings forth the foulest deeds. 
As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 
Cur'd of the golden calves, their fathers' sin. 
They set up self, that idol god withia ; 
View'd a Deliverer with disdain and hate. 
Who left them still a tributary $tate ; 
Seiz'd fast his hand, held out to set them free 
From a worse yoke, and nailM it to the tree : 
There was the consummation and Hie crown^ 

« 

The flower of Israel's infamy full blown : 
Thence date their sad declension and their fall ; 
Their woes, not yet repealed — ^thence date them all ! 

Thus fell the best instructed in her day. 
And the most fiivQur'd land» look where we may. 
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nuroiopTiy, indeei], on Grecun ejts 

Had pour'd the daf > and dear'd the Roman ikieg f 

In other climM, perhRpi, creative arti 

With power Burpusing theirs, perfono'd her part f 

Might give more life to marble, or ought fill 

The glovring tablets with ajuster slcill, 

Miglit shine in fable, and grace idle themei 

With all th' embroidery of poetic dreamt : 

Twaa thdrt alone to dhre into the plan, 

That truth and mercy had rereal'd to man ; 

And, while the world beude, that plan unknowir* 

Dei&ed useless wood or senMless stone, 

TheybreUb'd in iuth their well-directed prayers, 

And the true God — the God of truth — was theirs^ 

Their glory faJed, and their race dispers'd j 
The last of nations now, though once the first ; 
They warn and teach the proudest, would they lean> 
Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn ; 
If we escap'd not, if Heaven spar'd not us, 
Peel'd, scatter'd, and exterminated, thus [ 
}f vice receiv'd her retribution due 
When we were visited, what hope for you ? 
When God arises, with an awful frown, 
To punish lubt, or pluck presumption down ^ 
When gifts perverted, or not duly priz'd, 
Pleasure o'ervalucd, andhis grace despis'd. 
Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand 
To pour dowu wrath upon a thankless land ;. 
He will be found impartially severe ; 
Too juit to wiuk, or ipcak the guilty clears 
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Oh» Isrady of all nations most undone ! 
Thj diadem diaplacM^ thy sceptre gone ; 
Thy temple, once thy glory, fall'n and rasM, 
And thou a worshipper e'en where thou mayest ; 
Thy services, once holy, without spot, 
Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot ; 
Thy Levites, once a consecrated host. 
No longer Ltevites, and their lineage lost. 
And thou thyself o'er every country sown, 
With none on earth that thou canst call thine owii ; 
Cry aloud, thou that sittest in the dust, 
Cry to the proud, the cruel, and ut^ust ; 
Knock at (he gates of nations, rouse their fears ; 
Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears ; 
But raise the shrillest cry in British ears* 
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What aijs thee, restless as the waves that roar^ 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore i 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please^ 
And trident-bearing queen of the wide seas- 
Why, having kept good faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st thou none i 
Thou ^t hast set the persecuted freej 
None interposes now to succour thee. 
Countries indebted to thy power, that shine 
With light deriv'd from thee, would smother thine ; 
Thy very children watch for thy disgrace— 
A lawless brood ! ^nd curse thee to thy f|M:e^ 
Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year. 
With sums P«r«m» nunes «qu14 PWwr dev i 
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-As if, like arches built with sk3ful hand. 

The more 'tvrere preas'd the firmer it would standi 

The cry in all thy shipt ii still the lame i 
Speed us away to battle and to- &me. 
Thy mariners explore the wild espanse, 
Intpatient to descry the flagi of France : 
But, though they fight at thine hare ever fought. 
Return, asham'd, without the wreaths they tougbt< 
Thy senate is a scene of civil jar, 
Chaos of contrarieties at war*.- 
Where sSurp and solid, phlegmatic and light, 
Discordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ; 
Where obstinacy takes his sturdy stand, 
To disconcert what policy has plann'd t 
Where policy ii busied all night long 
In setting right what faction has set wrong ; 
Where flails of oratory thresh the floor, 
Tliat yields them cbafF and dost, and nothing more. 
Thy rack'd inhabitants repine, complain, 
Tax'd till the brow of labour sweats in vain ; 
War lays aburthen on the reeling slate. 
And peace does nothing to relieve the weight }' 
Successive loads succeeding broils impose, 
And ^ghing millions prophesy the close. 

Is adverse providence, when ponder'd wdl, 
So dimly writ, or difficult to spell^ * 

Thou canst not read, with readiness and eaaej' 
VttmdcDce adnrse in evcau Ukc t&eK ^ 



KnoWy then, that heayenly wisdom, on this ball} 

Creates, giv^esbirtli to, guides, coBsummates, all | 

That, while laborious and quick-thoughted man 

Snuffs up the praise of what he seems to plan, 

He first conceives, .then perfects his design. 

As a mere instrument in haods divine. 

Blind to the working of that secret power 

That balances the wings of every hour. 

The busy trifier dreams himself alone^ 

Frames many a purpose, and God works his own* 

States thrive or wither, as moons wax an^ wanej 

Even as his will and his decrees ordain. 

While honour, virtue, piety, bear sway. 

They flourish ; and, as these decline, decay. 

Jn just resentment pf his injur'd laws. 

He pours contempt on them, and on their cause 4 

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart 

The web of eveij scheme they have at heart ; 

Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 

The pillars of support, in which they trust, 

And do his errand of disgrace and shame 

On the chief strength and glory of the frame. 

None ever yet impeded.what he wrought ; 

None bars him out from his most secret thought < 

Darkness itself before his eye is light. 

And hell's close mischief naked in his sight. 

Shind now, and judge thyself.— Hast thou incurred 
His anger, who can waste thee with a word. 
Who poises ai)d jiroportions sea and land, 
Weigliing f^ilf^i^ the hollow of his hand» 
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And in whoK awful right all nitkmi mm 
As gniMhoppen, m Antt, a drop, a ditaffl i 
Hast thou (a »»crilegehis loul abhon) 
Claim'd all the glory of thy proeperoua warj ? 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, itolcn the gnu 
Of his just praise, lo larith It on them i 
Hast thou not learn' d what thou art often told^ 
A truth still sacred, and believ'd of old. 
That no success attends on spears and iword* 
Unblest, and that the battle ii the Lord'a i 
That courage is hia creature, and dismay 
The pout that, at his bidding, speeds awayi 
Ghastly in feature, and his ttammeilng tongue 
With doleful humour and sad presage hung, 
To quell the valour of the Stoutest hearty 
And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 
That he bids thoutands Sy when none pursnPy 
Saves as he will, by many or by few, 
And claims forever, at his royal right, 
Th' event and sure deciiion of the fight t 

Hast thou, though suckled at fairfiTedoin'sbreait] 
Exported slavery to the conquet'd east, 
Pull'd down the tyrants India aerv'd with drcad^ 
And rais'd thyeelf, a greater, in their stead? 
Gone thither arm'd and hungry, retum'd fillip 
Fed from the richest veins of the Mogul, 
A despot big with power obtain'd by wealth. 
And that obtain'd by rapine and byttealth i 
With Aeiatic vices stoHd thy tound. 
But left their virtnca and thnie own beUad i 
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Andy having trucked thy soul, brought home the fee. 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 

Hast thou by statute shov'd from its design 
The Saviour's feast, his own blest bread and wine, 
And made the symbols of atoning grace 
An office-key, a pick4ock to a place. 
That infidels may prove their title good. 
By an oath dipp'd in sacramental blood ? 
A blot that will be still a blot, in spite 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 
And, though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain, 
He wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 
And hast thou sworn, on every slight pretence. 
Till perjuries are common as bad pence. 
While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look within ? 

Hast thou, when Heaven has cloth'd thee with die* 
grace. 
And, long provok'd, repaid thee to thy face, 
(For thou hast known eclipses, and endur'd 
Dimness and anguish, all thy beams obscurM, 
When sin has shed dishonour en thy brow ; 
And never of a sabler hue than now) 
Hast thou, with heart perverse and conscience sear'df 
Despising all rebuke, still persever'd. 
And, having chosen evil, scorn 'd the voice 
That cried, Repent ! — and gloried in thy choice I 
Thy fastings, when calamity at last 
Suggests th' expedient of a yearly fast, 

VOL. I* H 
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Wbat meant they ? Canst thou dream there ii a pawn- 

Id lighter diet, at a later hour. 

To charm to ileep the thrcateniag of the tkiei. 

And hide past folly from all-seeing eyeg ? 

The tkst that wins delireraiice, andsuspendi 

The itroke that a vindictive God btends* 

It to renounce hypocri»y; todravr 

Thy life upon the pattern of the law j 

To war with pleasure, idoliz'd before ; 

To vanquiah luet, and wear it« yoke no more. 

All fasting else, whate'er be the pretence, 

Is wooing mercy by renew'd oficncc. 

Hast thou tvithin thee sin, that in oM time 
Brought fire from heaven, the ses^^abusing crime, 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace, 
Baboons are free from, upon humau race i 
Think on the fnritful and well.water'd spot 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 
Where Paradise scem'd stiB^ouchsaf 'd on earth, 
Burning and scorch'd into perpetual dearth, 
Or, in hi« words who damn'd the base desire, 
Suffering the vengeance of eternal fire ; 
Then nature, injur'd, scandaliz'd, defil'd, 
Unveil'd her blushing cheek, look'd on, and emil'd ; 
Beheld, with joy, the lovely seene defac'd, 
And prais'd the wrath that laid her beautiei watte. 

Far be the thought from any vene of mine, 
And farther it)U the form'd and fix'd de»ign. 



EXPOSTULATIOH. 87 

To thrust the charge of deeds that I detest 
Agaiiist an innocent, unconscious breast : 
The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With safety to himself, is not a man : 
An individual is a sacred mark, 
Not to be pierc'd in play, or in the dark ; 
But public censure speaks a public foe» 
Unless a zeal for virtu? guide the blow* 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere. 
From mean self-interest and ambition clear. 
Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn. 
Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn, 
Their wisdom pure, and given them from abovef 
Their usefulness ensur'd by zeal and love. 
As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Agrippa's presence Paul, 
Should fly the world's contaminating touch. 
Holy and unpolluted :— -are thine such ? 
Except a few with Eli's spirit blest, 
Hophni and Phinehas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these. 
For ears and hearts that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the poor— the simple and the plain 
Will hear, perhaps, thy salutary strain ; 
Humility is gentle, apt to learn. 
Speak but the word, will listen and return, 
Alas, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud) and set their faces as a rock ; 
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Denied that earthly opulence they chooB^ 

God'i better gift they Koff at aod refute. 

The rich, the produce of a nobler iteiiii 

Are more intelligent, at least — try them. 

Oh, vain inquiry I tbey, without renorsd 

Are altogether gone a derioui course j 

Where beckoning pleaiure leads tbem, wildly ttray j 

Have burst the bands, and catt the yoke away. 

Now, borne upon the wings of truth •ublime, 
Reviev thy dim original and prime. 
Thii island, spot of unreclaiiu'df rude earthi 
The credle, that receiv'd thee at thy birth. 
Was rock'dby many a rough Norwegian blast. 
And Danish howUtigs acar'd thee at tbey patt'd | 
For thou wast born amid the din of armt. 
And aiick'd a breait that panted with alarmt. 
While yet thou wast a grovelling, puling chit. 
Thy bonea not fashion'd, and thy }<»«« not knk, 
The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow. 
Though twice a Csiar could not bend thee now t 
His victory was that of orient light. 
When the sun's ^lafts Asperse the gloom of nigbt. 
Thy language, at this distant moment, shows 
How much the country to the conqueror owes ( 
Expressive, energetic, and refin'd. 
It sparkles with the getns he left behind i 
He brought thy land a blessing when he came t 
He found thee sava^, and he left thee tame i 
Taught thee to clothe thy pink'd and painted iaitf 
And grace thy figure with a soldier's pride j 
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He 80wM the seeds of order where he went^ 

Improv'd thee far beyond his own intent , 

And, while he rolM thee by the sword alone» 

Made thee at last a warrior like his own* 

Religion, if in heavenly truths attir'd^ 

Needs only to be seen to be admir'd ; 

But thine, as dark as witcheries of the night. 

Was form'd to harden hearts and shock the sights 

Thy druids struck the well^hung harps they bore 

With fingers deeply dy'd in luiman gore ; 

And, while the victim slowly bled to death. 

Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath* 

Who brought the lamp, that with awakening beafii» 
Dispell'd thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams. 
Tradition, now decrepit and worn out, 
Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt : 
But still light reached thee ; and those gods of thine^ 
Woden and Thor, each tottering in his shrine, 
FcU, broken and defac'd, at their own door. 
As Dagon in Philistia long before.. 
But Rome, with sorceries and magic wand, 
Soon rais'd a doud that darkened every land f 
And thine was smother'd in the stench and fo^ 
Of Tyber's marshes and the papal bog. 
Then priests, with bulls and briefs, and shaven crowns^ 
And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns. 
Legates and delegates, vrith powers from hell. 
Though heavenly in pretension^ fleec*d thee well ^ 

ii2 
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And to this hour, to kc«p it fresh in mind, 
Some twigs of that old scourge are left behind.* 
Thy soldieiyi the pope's well manag'd pack* 
Were train'd heneath his lash, and knew the imackf 
And when he laid them on the scent of blood. 
Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood. 
Lavish of life, to win an empty tomb, 
That pFov'd a mint of wealth, a mine, to Rome, 
They left their bones beneath uofriendly skies. 
His wortless absolution all the prize ! 
Thou watt the veriest slave, in days of yore. 
That ever dragg 'd a chain, or tugg'd an oar. 
Thy monarchs, arbitrary, fierce, unjust, 
Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust, 
Disdain'd thy counsels ; only in distress 
Found thee a goodly sponge for power to press. 
Thy chiefa, the lords of many a petty fee, 
Provnk'd and harass'd, in return plagu'd thee ; 
Call'd thee away from peaceable employ, 
Domestic happiness and rural joy. 
To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 
Jn causeless feuds and bickerings of their own. 
Thy pai^iamcnts ador'd, on bended knees, ' 
The sovereignty they were conven'd to please ; 
Whate'er was aak'd, too timid to resist. 
Complied with, and were graciously dismitt'd ; 
And, if some Spartan soul a doubt espress'd. 
And, blushing at the tameneii of the rest, 
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Dar'd to suppose the subject had a choicey 

He was a traitor by the general voice. 

Oby slave ! with powers thou didst not dare exertf 

Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert s 

It shakes the sides of splenetic disdain, 

Thou seU^ntitled ruler of the main. 

To trace thee to the date when yon ^ir sea. 

That clips thy shores, had no such chaxps for thee ; 

When other nations flew from coast to coast. 

And thou hadst neither fleet nor flag to boast* 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the dust ; 
Blush, if thou canst ; not petiified, thou must ; 
Act but an honest and a faithful part ; 
Compare what then thou wast with what thou art ; 
And, God's disposing providence confess'd. 
Obduracy itself must yield the rest. — 
Then thou art bound to serve liim, and to prove, 
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love* 

Has he not hid thee, and thy favoured land, 
For ages safe beneath his sheltering hand. 
Given thee his blessing on the clearest proof. 
Bid nations leaguM against thee stand aloof. 
And charged hostility and hate to roar 
"Where else they would, but not upon thy shore ? 
His power secured thee when presumptuous Spaia 
Baptiz'd her fleet invincible in vain. 
Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resigned 
To every pang that racks an anxious mind, 
Ask'd of the waves that broke upon his coast, 
What tidings ? and the surge replied-*All lost I 
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And when the Stuirt, ksning od the Scot, 

Then too much feaHd) and now too much forgott 

Pierc'd to the very centie of the realm,. 

And hop'd to seize hU abdicated bebn, 

TwM but to prove how quicklyt with a frowD, 

He that had raiB'dtheecouldhiTeptuck'dtbeedow^ 

Peculiar it the g^ace by thee poiaesa'd* 

lliyibei implacable, thy land at teat ; 

Thy thunders travel over earth and aeai, 

And all at home ii pleasure, wealth, and easc^ 

Tig thus, extending hii tempeituout arm. 

Thy Maker fills the nations with alarm. 

While his own heaven sarwy* the troubled tceniv 

And feels no change, unebalien and serene. 

Freedom, in other bnds scarce known to shine, 

Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine ; 

Thou hast as bright an interest in her layi 

As ever Roman bad in Rome's best days. 

True freedom is where do restraint is known 

That scripture, justice and good sense disown^ 

Where only vice and injury are tied. 

And all from shore to shore is free beside. 

Such freedom is — and Windsor's hoaiy tower* 

Stood trembling at the boldnesi of thy powers 

That won a nymph on that immortal plain, 

Like her the f^led Phsbus woo'd in Tain i 

He found the laurel only— bappier yon, 

Th' unfading laurel and tbe virpn too 1* 

* AllnilinKiDihsitanl«r Msfna Charts, wUtli was •» 
Sort*] fraa Kini jobn bj ths Barw^ at RoaDvamK i"" 

WiBdiM-. 
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No^ think, if pleasure have a thought to spare } 
If God himself be not beneath her care ! 
If business, constant as the wheels of time. 
Can pause an hour to read a serious rhyme f 
If the new mail thy merchants now receive^ 
Or expectation of the next, give leave ; 
Oh think, if chargeable with deep arreara 
For such indulgence gilding all thy years, 
How much, though long neglected, shining yef. 
The beams of heavenly truth have swell'd the debt I 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortur'd innocence in Mary's court. 
And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake. 
Enjoy 'd ^he show, and danc'd about the stake ^ 
The sacred bool^ its value understood. 
Received the seal of martyrdom in blood* 
Those holy men, so full of truth and grace^ 
Seem, to reflection, of a different race ; 
Meek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere, 
In such a cause they could not dare to fear ; 
They could not purchase earth with such a prize^ 
Or spare a life too short to reach the skies. 
From them to thee convcy'd along the tide. 
Their streaming hearts pour'd freely when they died f 
Those truths, which neither use nor years impair^ 
Invite thee, woo thee, ta the bBss they share. 
What dotage will not vanity maintain i 
What web too weak to catch a modem brain I 
The moles and bats in full assembly find. 
On special search^ the keea ey'd eagle blind* 
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And did they dream, and aft thou wi*er now t 
Prove it— viT better, I lubinit and bow. 
"Witdom and goodnees are twin-born, one heart 
Must hold both ttiterst never seen apart. 
So then — as darlcness ovenpread the deep^ 
£re nature rose from her eternal Bleep, 
And thi» deLghtful earth, and that fair tkj, 
Leap'd out of Dotbing, call'd by the Moxt High ( 
By Biich a change thy darline»a it made light, 
Thy chaos otder, and thy weakness might ; 
And HB, whose power mere nullity obeys, 
Who found thee nothing, fonn'd thee for his praiee* 
To praise him ia to serve him, and fulfil, 
Doing and sufiering, hia unqueGtion'd will i 
'Tis to behcve what men inspir'd of old, 
FaiUiful, and faithfully inform'd, unfold j 
Candid and just, with no false aim in view, 
To take for truth what cannot but be true j 
To leam in God's own school the Christian part, 
And bind the task assign'd thee to thine heart : 
Happy the man there seeking and there found, 
Happy the nation where such men abound ! 

How shall a verse impress fhee i by what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 
By theirs, whose bright example, unimpeach'd, 
■Directs thee to that eminence they reach'd — 
Heroes and worthies of days pa»t, tfay sire* J 
Or his, who touch'd their hearts with hallow'd firetl 
Their names, alas ! in vain reproach an age, 
VThom aH the nnitici thej Hon'd* engage | 
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And his, that Kraphg tremble at) is hung 
Disgracefully on every trifler'a tongue. 
Or serves the champion in fotensic war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 
Pleasure herself, perhaps, suggests a plea, 
If interest move thee, to persuade e'en thee. 
By every charm that smiles upon her fiice, 
By joys possess'd and joys still held in chase, 
If dear society be worth a thought. 
And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not. 
Reflect that these, and all that seems thine owe. 
Held by the tenure of his will alone, 
i-ikc angels in the service of their Lord, 
Remain with thee, or leave thee at his word ; 
That gratitude and temperance in our use 
Of what he gives, unsparing and profuse. 
Secure the favour, and enhance the joy, 
'i'hat thanldcss waste and wild abuse destroy. 

But, above all, reflect— Jiow cheap soe'er 
Those rights, that millions envy thee, appear. 
And, though resolv'd to risk them, and swim dowu 
The tide of pleasure, heedless of his frown — 
Thai blessings truly sacred, and when given 
Mark'tJ with the signature and stamp of Heaven, . 
The word of prophecy, thoss truths divine. 
Which make that heaven, if thoti desire it, thine, 
{Awful alternative ! belicvM, belov'd. 
Thy glory J and thy shame, if unimprov'd ) 
Arc never long vouchsaf'd, if push'd asidtf 
With cold disgust, or phUosophic pride i 
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And that, jui&:ially witbdrair% diigracr. 
Error, and darkneu, occupy their place, 

A world is up in amu, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly found if negUgently sought. 
Thy Boul at ample aa thy bounds are small, 
Ecdur'st the brunt, and dar'st defy them aQ : 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterpiise 
A bolder Btill, a contert with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee and secure* 
Whoe'er auails thee, thy succeas is sure ; 
But !f he leave thee, though the akill and power 
Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and derour, 
Were all collected in thy dngle arm, 
And thou could'st laugh away the fear of ham^ 
That strength would fail, oppos'd against the pmk 
And feeble onxt of a pigmy rush. 

Say not [and, if the thought of such defence 
Should spring wittiin thy bosom, driTC h thence) 
V.1iat nation amongst all my foes is Iree 
From ciiires as bate as any charg'd on me f 
Their meaaure fill'd, titey, too, shall pay the debt 
Which Cod, though long forboni, will not fb rget 
But know that wrath divine, when most leTete* 
Makes justice still the guide of his career, 
And will not punish, in one mingled crowd, 
Them without light, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yoo aged beech. 
Still murmuring with the (olema truths I teach ) 
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And, while, at intervals, a cold blast sb^ 
Through the dry leaves, and pacta upon the strings, 
My >oul shall sigh in Becret, and lament 
A natioa scourg'd, yet tardy to repent. 
I know the warning song is sung in vaia ; 
That few wHl heart ^ fewer heed the strain : 
But) if a sweeter voice, and one desiga'd 
A blessing to my country and mankind. 
Reclaim the wandering thousands, and brieg home 
A flock, to scatter'd, and so wont to roam. 
Then place it once again between my knees ; 
The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 
And truth alone, where'er my life be cast, -^ 

In scenes of plenty or the pining waste, V 

Shall be my chosen theme, my glory to ths last. J 
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Vi«c. Sa. 6. 

.i^SK what is human life— <he uge replici. 

With diBappointment loweiiog in bis eyCBi 

A painful passage o'er a r»tki3 flood, 

A vain pursuit of fugitive false good, 

A scene of fended bliss and heart-felt carc> 

Closing, at last, in darkness and despair. 

The poor, inur'd to drudgery and distress. 

Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 

And no where, but in ieiga'd Arcadian scenes. 

Taste happiness or know what pleasure means. 

Riches are pass'd away &om hand to hand, 

As fortune, vice, or folly, may command. 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 

Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed* 

So shifting and so various is the plan 

By which Heaven rules the mix'd affairs of man j 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd. 

The rich grow poor, the poor become pi^fse^TOud ; 

Business is labour, and, man's weakness such* 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much. 

The veiy sense of it foregoes ita use, 

By repetition pall'd, by age obttMe. 



Youth Icwt in dissipation, wc deplore, 
Through life's sad remnant, what no iighs n: store ; 
Our years, a fruitless race without a prize. 
Too many, yet too few to make us wise. 

Dangling his cane aba^t, and taking snufT, 
Lothario cries. What philosophic stuff" — 
Oh, qnerulotia and weak ! — whose useless brain 
Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain ; 
Wliosc eye, reverted, weeps o'er all the pait, 
Whose prospect ibews thee a disheartening waste ; 
Would age in thee resign hii wintry reign, 
And youth invigorate that frame again, 
Renew'd desire would grace with other speech 
Joys always priz'd— when pbc'd within our rench. 

For lift thy palsied head, shake ofT the gloom 
That overhangs the borders of thy tomb. 
See nature, gay as when she iirst began. 
With smiles alluring her admirer, man ; 
She spreads the morning over eastern hills ; 
Earth glitters with the dropi the night distils j 
The sun, obedient, at her call appears, 
To fling his glories o'er the lobe she wears ; 
Banks cloth'd with flowers, groves fiU'd with sprightly 

sounds, 
The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising grounds. 
Streams edg'd with osiers, fattening every field 
Where'er they flow, now seen and nowconceal'd; 
From the blue rim, where akies and mouotuos mect» 
Down to the nrytjitf beneath thy feet. 
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T(D tboufand charmt, that only fool* detpiiC) 

Or pride can look at vith iDdifferant eyn, 

All Bpeak one language) all with one sweet voice 

Cry to her univenal realm, Rejoice I 

Man feels the spur oipaEsioiu and desireti 

And she givei largely more than he require! ; 

Mot that, his hours devoted all to carci 

HoUow-ey'd absttneBce, and lean despair* 

Tiie wretch may pine, while to hi« ameU, taste, tight. 

She holds a paradise of rich delight ; 

But gently to rebuke hif awkward iear. 

To prove that what she gives she gives sincere, 

To banish hesitation, and proclaim 

His happiness, her dear, her only aim. 

' ris grave piiilosophy's absurdest dream, 

Tl.at Htaven's iutentiont are not what they seen. 

That only shadows are dispeni'd below. 

And earth has no reality but woe. 

Thus things tenvstrial wear a different hue. 
As youih or age persuades ; and neither true ; 
So flota's wreath through colour'd crystal seen, 
The rose or Uly appean blue or green, 
But still th' imputed tints are those alone 
Tiie medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undreis'd. 
To read the news, or fid^e, as seems best. 
Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 
To fill the dull vacuity till four j 
And, just when evening turns the Mm *auh gnjf 
To spend two boun in dieaiiig lot ibe di^ ; 
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To make the sun a bubble without uset 
Save for the fruits his heavenly beams produce ; 
Quite to forget^ or deem it worth no thoughts 
Who bids him shinc> or if he shine or not ; 
Through mere necessity to close his eyes 
Just when the larks and when the shepherds rise ; 
Is such a lifci so tediously the same^ 
So void of all utility or aim» 
That poor J0NQUIL9 with almost every ibreathf 
Sighs for his exit, vulgarly call'd death % 
For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not yet so blank, or fashionably blinds 
But now and then, perhaps, a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his way. 
By which he reads, that life without a plaa^ • 
As useless as the moment it began. 
Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in ; an incumbrance, ere half spent* 
Oh ! weariness beyond what asses feel, 
That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ; 
A dull rotatioD, never at a stay, 
Yesterday's face twin ittage of to^ay ; 
While conversation, an exhausted stock, 
Grows drowsy tis the clicking of a dock. 
No need, he cries, of grravity stufiF'd out 
With academic dignity devout, 
To read wise lectures— vanity the text 1 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 
For truth, self-evident, with pomp impress'd^ 
jLz vanity surpassing all the rest* 

j2 
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That remedy, not Hid in deeps profbtini). 
Yet Kldon sought where only to be founds 
While paaaion tutns atide from iti due *cope 
Th' iDquinr'i aim— that remedf it Hope. 

Life it his gift, from whom whate'er life needsf 
With every good and peifect gift, proceeds | 
Sestow'd on man, like aQ that w« partakej 
Royally, freely, for his bounty sake ; 
Transient, iqdeed, as is the fleeting hour. 
And yet the se»d of an imniortal florer j 
Detign'd, in honour of hii endleM lore* 
To fill with frag^rance bis abode above j 
No tndc, howsoever short it seem. 
And, howsoever shadowy, no dream j 
Its value what no thought can ascertain, 
Not all an angel's ebquencc eiplain. 
Men deal with life as children with their play, 
^^'ho first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 
Live to no Fober purpose, and contend 
That their Creator had no serious cod. . 
When God and man stand o^iosite in new, 
Man's disappointment must, of coune, ensue. 1 

The just Creator condL'scends to write, 
Tn beams of inextinguishable light, 
His names of wiidom, goodness, power and love, 
On all t)i3t blooms below, or shines above ; 
To catcli tiie wandering notice of m anki n d. 
And teach the world, if not perveraely blind, 
>Iis gracious attributes, and prove Uie share . , 

I-iis offspring Iwld in hit jiatcrul care. 
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If, led {torn «artMy things to thidgff dintw^ . 
His creature thwait not his august design^ 
Then praise is heard instead of reasoning pridey 
And captious catil and complaint subside . 
Nature, employ*d in her allottM pkice» 
Is handmaid to the purposes of grace ; 
By good vouchsaPd, makes known superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood : 
That bliss^ rereal'd in scripture, with a glow 
Bright as the corenant-ensuring bow. 
Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is born* 

Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
That men have deem'd substantial since the fally 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe, 
From emptiness itself, a real use ; 
And, while she takes, as at a father's hand, 
What health and sober appetite demand. 
From fading good derives, with chemic arty 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 
Hope, with uplifted foot set free from earth, 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth. 
On steady wings sails through th' immense abyss. 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss. 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here. 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wcai** 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The christian vessel, and deBes the blast. 
Hope ! nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new-bom virtoes, and preserve him pure. 
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Hope I let the mttck, oace conacioni of the joft - 

Whom DOW detpairing agonies destro^t 

Speak, for he cani and oone so well u he. 

What treaiurei centre, what ddightf, id thee. 

Had he the gems, the tptcei, and the laod 

That boasts the treasure, ^ at his command } 

The fragrant groTc, th' inettimable minC) 

Were light) when wdgh'd against one amile of thine^ 

Though dasp'd and cradled in hit nurte*i amn, 
He shine with all a cherub's artless charms, 
Man is the genuine o&priDg of molt, 
Stubborn and sturdy— a wild ass's colt ; 
His passions, like the watery stores that sleep 
Beneath the smihng sur^eof the deep, 
Wait but the Ushei of a wintry storm. 
To frown and roar, and shake hi* feeble fonn. 
From infancy, through childhood's giddy maxe, 
Froward at school, and fretful in hu plajs^ 
The puny tyrant bums to lubjugate 
The free republic of the whip-gig state. 
If one, his equal in athletic frame. 
Or, more provoking itiU, of nobler nane^ 
I)ares step across his arbitrary views. 
An Iliad, only not in rerse, ensues : 
The Uttle Greeks look trembling at (be scales. 
Till the best looguei or heaviest hand, preraili. 

Now see him Uunch'd iota the world at large. 
If priest, supinely droning o'er his charge. 
Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl, 
Though short, too Jgiig, the fike be pB)'! for i^ ; 
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If lawyer, loud wliatever cause he plead , 
But proudest of the worst, if that succeed*' 
Perhaps a grave physician, gathering fees. 
Punctually paid for lengthening out disease ; 
No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays 
That make superior skill his second praise. 
If arms engage him, he devotes to sport 
His date of hfe, so Hkely to he short. 
A soldier may be any thing, if brave ; 
So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 
Such stuff the world is made of ; and mankind. 
To passion, interest, pleasure, whim, resign' d. 
Insist on, as if each were his own pope. 
Forgiveness, and the privilege of Hope. 
But conscience, in some awful silent hour. 
When captivating lusts have lost their power—- 
Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 
Reminds him of religion, hated theme !— ^ 
Starts from the down on which she lately slept. 
And tells of laws despis'd, at least not kept ; 
Shows, with a pointing finger, but no noise, 
A pale procession of past sinful joys. 
All witnesses of blessings foully scorn'd. 
And life abus'd, and not to be suborn'd. 
Mark these, she says ; these, summon'd from zhr. 
Begin their march, to meet thee at the bar ; 
There iind a Judge inexorably just. 
And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those (such peace as earth can give) 
Who live in pleasure, dead eVn while they live ; 
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Sorn capable, indeed, of beanalf tmth ; 
But down to latest age, from earliest youtb, 
Their mind a wildemets, throngli want of care. 
The plough of wiBdom neier entering there. 
Peace (if insensibility may claim 
A light to the meek honoura of her name) 
To men of pedigreci their noble race, -j 

Emulous, always, of the ncarett place I 

To any throne, except the throne of grace- J 
(Let cottagers and unenlightened twaing 
Revere the laws they dream that Heaven ordaini } 
Resort on Sundays to the houK of prayer, 
And aak and fancy they find blewings there.) 
Themselves, perhaps, when wrfry they retiett 
T' enjoy cool nature in a country seat, 
T' exchange the centre of a thousand tradef. 
For clumps, and lawni, and templet, and cascadef. 
May now and then their velvet cushions take, 
And teem to pray, for good example sake ; 
Judging, in charity no doubt, the town 
Pious enough, and having need of none. 
Kind souU ! to teach their tenantry to priz» 
What they, themselves, without remorse, detjHte : 
Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come- 
As well for them had prophecy been dumb. 
They could have held the conduct they pursue. 
Had Paul of Tanus liv'd and died a Jew j 
And truth, propos'd to reasonen wise u they, 
Ii a pearl cait^KXtmpletely caat 2wa j. 
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Theydic— Death lends them, plea4*d,aodu Id gportf 
All the grim honoun of his gbastly court. 
Far other paintings grace tlie chamber now, 
'Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow : 
The busy heralds hang the sable sceoe 
With mournful 'scutcheonB, and dim lamps betwee% 
Proclaim their titles to the crowd around. 
But they that wore them move not at the toaiid f 
The coronet, plac'd idly at their bead, 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead. 
And e'en the star that glitters on the bier 
Can only aay'-rNobillty lies here. 
Peace to all such— 'twere pity to offend. 
By useless censure, whom we cannot mend ; 
Life, without hope, can close but in despair^ 
'Twas there we found them, and must leare them cWre. 

Abi when two pilgrims in a forest stray. 
Both may be lost, yet each in his own way t 
So fares it with the multitudes beguiPd 
In vain opinion's waste and dangerous wild. 
Ten tliousand rove the brakes and thorns among) 
Some eastward, and some westward, and all wrong. 
But here, alas ! the fatal difference lies- 
Bach man's beUef is nght in his own eyes : 
And he that blames what they have blindly choie 
Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say, botanist, within whose province iiJl 
The aedar and the hyssop on the wall* 
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Of all that deck the lanet, the fieldi, the bowen. 

What parts the kmdred.:^^* of needs and flowers t 

Sweet scent, or lovely form, or both combio'd, 

DistinguUb every cultivated kind i 

The want of both denotes a mnner breed, 

Aud Cbloe from her gailand picks the weed. 

Thus hopes of every sort, whatever sect 

Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect, 

If wild in nature, and not duly found, 

Ccthsemane, in thy dear hallowed groimd. 

That cannot bear the blaze of scripture light, 

Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight, 

Nor animate the soul to christian deeds, 

(Oh cast them from thee ! ) are weeds, anant weeds. 

Ethelred's house, the centre of sis ways. 
Diverging each from each, like equal rays. 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, 
I Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 
Would give relief of bed and board to none. 
But guests that sought it in the appointed One. 
And they might enter at his open door. 
E'en till his spacious hall would hold no more- 
He sent a servant forth by every road. 
To sound his horn and publish it abroad. 
That all might mark— knight, menial, bigh and low«— 
An ordinance it concem'dthem much to know. 
If, after all, some headstrong hardy k>ut 
Would disobey, though sure to be shut oul« 
Could be, with reason, mnnmir at his au^ 
HJBuelf lole author of fail OWB' ji^noe I 
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No ! the decree was just and without flaw ; 
And he that made, had rightto make, the law ; 
His wvereign power and pleasure unrestrained, 
The wrong was his who wrongfully complain'd. 

Yet half mankind maintain a churlish strife 
With him, the Donor of eternal hfe. 
Because the deed, by which his love confirms 
The largess he bestows, prescribes the terms. 
Compliance with his will your lot ensures— 
Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 
And sure it is as kind to smile and give. 
As with a frown to say — Do this, and live ! 
Love is not pedlar's trumpery, bought and sold ; 
He w/Z/give freely, or he will withhold ; 
His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 
And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 
He stipulates, indeed, but merely this — 
That man will freely take an unbought bliss, 
Will trust him for a faithful generous part. 
Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 
Of all the ways that seem to promise fair, 
To place you where his saints his presence share, 
This only can ; for this plain cause, expressed 
In terms as plain — himself has shut the rest. 
But oh the strife, the bickering, and debate, 
The tidings of uiipurchasM heaven create ! 
The flirted fan, the bridle, and the toss, 
All speakers, yet all language at a loss* 

VOL. I. R 
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From 8tuccoM walls smart argmnentt itbouod ; -^ 
And beaux, adepts in every thing profound^ (. 

Die of disdain, or whistle off the sound. J 

Such is the clamour of rooks^ daws and kitesy 
Th' explosion of the levelled tube excites. 
Where mouldering abbey walls overhung the gladcj 
And oaks, coeval, spread a mournful shade* 
The screaming nations, hovering in mid air, 
Loudly resent the stranger's freedom there. 
And seem to warn him never to repeat 
His bold intrusion on their dark retreat* 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper, trembling at his lipS| 
Adieu to all morality— if grace 
Make works a vain ingredient in the case ! 
The Christian hope is^— Waiter, draw the cork«- 
If I mistake not— Blockhead ! with a fork 1 
Without good works, whatever some may boast. 
Mere folly and delusion— -Sir, your toast I 
My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes, 
That Heaven will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 
With nice attention, in a righteous scale, 
And save or damn, as these or those prevaiL 
I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 
And silence every fear w4th-— God is just. 
But if, perchance, on some dull drizzling day, 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say, 
If thus th' important cause is to be tried. 
Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side | 




I aooo recover from these needless fi-ights. 
And) God it merciful — :Ms all to righti. 
Thuif bet weea justice, as my prime support, 
And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 
I glide and steal along with heaven in vieir, 
ILitd— pardon me— the bottle stands with you. 

I never will beltetet the colonel criei. 
The unguinary lehenies that some dense) 
Who make the good Creator, on their pkn* 
A behig of kss equity than man. 
tf appetite, or what divines call liut. 
Which men comply with) e'en becaute they must, 
Be punish'd with perdition, who is pure i 
Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is sare. 
If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip«Dd transient wrong, 
Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fail t 
My creed (whatever some creed -.-nakert mean 
By Athenasian nonsense, or Nicene) 
My creed is — he is safe that does his best. 
And death's a doom sufficient for the rest. 

Right, says an ensign ; and for aught I see, 
Your faith and mine substantially agree [ 
The best of every man's performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 
A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair — 
Honesty shines with great advantage there 
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Fasting and prayer sit well upon a print— 

A decent caution and recerre, at least. 

A soldier'i best is courage in the field, 

With nothing here that wants to be eonceal'd : 

Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; 

A hand ai libenl as the light of day. 

The soldier thus endow'd, who neTn- ihrinkit 

Nor closets up his thoughta whate'er he thiulu> 

Who scomi to do an injury by ttealiht 

Must go to heaven— ^tod I nuiit driuk hi* health. 

Sir Smug, he cries, (for loweit at the boan^— 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord, 

His shoulders witnessing, by many a shrug. 

How much his feelinge sufier'd — sat Sir Smug) 

Yuur office is to winnow false from true ; 

Come, prophet, drink, and tcU ua — What think yoa i 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glasg. 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass. 
Fallible man, the churcli-bred youth replies. 
Is still found fallible, however wise ; 
And differing judgments serve but to declare 
That truih liea aomewhen;, if we knew but where. 
Of all it ever was my lot to read, 
Of critics now alive, or long since dead. 
The book, of all the world, that charm'd me nuMt* 
Waa — welL^a-day, the title page was lost ! 
The writer well remarks, a heart that knows 
To take with gratitude what Heaven bestowii 
With prudence always ready at our caDt 
To guide our use of it, is all ia liL 




CoubtleM it ttv— To whtch, of my own iton» 

I superadd a fev eswntiak nore i 

But tbeW) excuu the liberty I take, 

I wave just now, for conTemtion take. ■ 

Spoke like an oracbi they all esdaim, 

Aod add Right Revntod to Smug't bonourM mm 

And jtt our lot ii given us in a land 
Where baiy aita are never at a stand i 
Where science points her tdescopnc eye, 
Familiar with the wonders of the tky t 
Where bold inquiry, diving out of sight, 
Brings nuuty a precktos peart of trut h to light | 
Where naught eludes the persevering quest. 
That fashion, taste, orIuxury> suggest. 

But, above all, in her own light anray'd. 
See mercy's grand Apocalypse diiplay'd I 
The sacred book no longer suffers wrong, 
Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 
But speaks with plainness, art could never mend, 
What simpleEt minds can soonckt comprehend. 
God gives the word— the preachers throng around. 
Live from his lips, and spread the glorious sound ] 
That sound bespeaks salvation on her way. 
The trumpet of a life-restoring day 1 
'Til heard where England's eastern glory shines. 
And b the gulfs of her Coraubian mines, 
k2 



And still it spreads* See Gennany send foitlir 
Her sons* to pour it on the furthest north ; 
Fir'd with a zeal peculiar, tiey defy 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky. 
And plant successfully sweet Sharon's rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

Ohy blebt within th' enclosure of your rocks^ 
Nor herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks i 
No fertilizing streanis your fields divide, 
That show, revers'd, the villas on their side ^ 
No groves have ye ; no cheerful sound of bird^ 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard ; 
Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening where ye dwell i 
But winter, armM with terrors here unknowDy 
Sits absolute on his unshaken throne f 
Piles up his stores amidst the frozen waste, 
And bids the mountains he has built stand fast 
Beckons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, to make your land aprty ; 
Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won, 
And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 
—Yet truth is yours, remote, uocnvied isle ! 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her smile \ 
The pride of Ictter'd ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplished miods, 
That decks, with all the splendour of the truc» 
A false religion, is unknown to yoik 
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Natarep indefdy vouchsafes, for our deligfatr 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night ; 
Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Fieldy fruity and flower, and every creature here ; 
But brighter beanns, than his who fires the skies. 
Have risen at length on your adminng eyes. 
That shoot into your darkest caves the day. 
From which our nicer optics turn away. 

Here see th' encouragement grace gives to vice, 
The dire effect of mercy without price ! 
What were they ? What some fools are made by art. 
They were by nature— atheists, head and heart. 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Was too refin'd for them, beyond their reach. 
Not e'en the glorious sun— though men revere 
The monarch most, that seldom will appear ; 
And though his beams, that quicken where they shine. 
May claim some right to be esteemed divine- 
Not e'en the sun, desirable as rare. 
Could bend one knee, engrage one votary there \ 
They were, what base credulity believes 
True Christians are, dissemblers, drunkards, thievff^ 
The full-gorg'd savage, at his nauseous (east 
Spent half the darkness, and snor'd out the rei|, 
Was one whom justice, on an equal plan. 
Denouncing death upon the sins of man, i 

Might almost have indulg'd with an escape. 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ? — Morality may spare 
Her grave concern^ her kind suspicions, there i 
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The wretch^ who once lang wiUly , dancM Wad hvgh^ 
And suck'd in dizzy madneM^with his drtugfat) 
Has wept a silent flood, reyers'd his waySf 
Is sober, meek, benevolent, and pnys ; 
Feeds sparingly, communicates his storey ^ 

Abhors the craft he boasted of before-*- L 

And he that stole, has learnt to steal no more. J 
Well spake the prophet, Let the desert sing^ 
Where sprang the thorn thespiry fir shall spring, 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew, 
Shall grow the mirtle and luxiuiant yew. 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand, 
If self-exalting claims be tum'd adrift. 
And grace be grace indeed, and Hfe a gift* 
The poor redaimM inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise, 
Amaz'd that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one whose birth was in a land of light. 
Shall answer, Hope, sweet hope, has set me free. 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside, 
Wild as if nature there, void of all good, 
Play*d only gambols in a frantic l^|V^ 
(Yet charge not heavenly skill with having planned 
A play-thing world, unworthy of his hand 1) 
Can see his love, though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamp'd plainly •a his works ^ 



HOPE. IIT 

Deem life a blessiag with itd numerous woesa 
Nor spurn away a gift a God bestows* 
Hard tasky indeed, o*cr arctic seas to roam ! 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home f 
YeS| but an object, bright as orient mom» 
May press the eye too closely to be born ; 
A distant virtue we can all confesd. 
It hurts our pride and moves our envy less* 

Leuconomus (bei^eath well sounding Groek. 
I slur a name a poet must not speak) 
Stood pilloried on infamy's high stage. 
And bore the pelting scorn of half an age } 
The very butt of slander, and the blot 
For every dart that malice ever shot* 
The man that mention'd him at once dismissed 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer'd and hiss'd } 
His crimes were such as Sodom nevtr knew. 
And perjury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence. 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule. 
And, wh^n by that of reason, a mere fool ; 
The world's best comfort was, his doom was pass'd { 
Die when he might, he must be damn'd at last. 

Now, truth, perform thine office ; waft aside 
The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride, 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wondering eyes 
This more than monster in his proper guise» 
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He lor'il the world that hated him : the tear 
trbat dropp'd npoa hU Bible was uncere : 
A»ail'd by scandal and the tcKigue of itnfCf 
His only aniwer wai, a blamdeti life ; 
And he that for^'d, ind he that threw the dart, 
Had each x brother*! intereit in his heart I 
Paul't loTc of Chriit, and iteadiDCU nnbrib'dt 
Were copied close in him, and well trsntcrib'd. 
He followed Paul — hii seal a kindred flame, 
Hk apDitolic charity the lame. 
Like him, crost'd cheerAiUy ten^Mtaoui Maar> 
Forsaking country, kindred, fiiendi, and eaie j 
Like him he laboured, and, like him, content 
To bear it, tuff'er'd ibame where'er be went. 

Bluih, calumny ! and write upon hit tomb. 
If honeit eulogy can ipare thee room. 
Thy deep repentance of thy thoutand lie». 
Which, aim'd at him, ham pierc'd th' offended (kiei } 
And Gay, Blot oat my rin, confe«*d, deplor'd. 
Against thine image in thy saint, oh Lord 1 

No blinder bigot, I maintain it stilli 
Than he who must have pleasure, come what wiQ t 
He laughs, whatever weapon truth may draw. 
And deems her sharp artillery mere straw. 
Scripture, indeed, is plain ; but God and he, 
On scripture-ground, are sure to disagree { 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to livej 
Than this his Maker has seen fit to give { 
Supple and flexible a* lodian cane, 
Tb take the bend hia appetitei orduH f 




CoutrivM to tuit frail nature'* crazy case, 
And reconcile bis lutts with saving grace. 
By thia, with mce preciiion of deaign. 
He draws upon life's map a zig-zag line, 
That showi how far 'tis safe to Follow un. 
And where his danger and God's wrath begio. 
fiy this he forms, as pleas'd he sports along. 
His well pois'd estimate of right and wrong ; 
And finds the modish manners of the day» 
Though loose, as harmless as in infant's play. 

Build by whatever plan caprice decrees. 
With what materials, on what ground, you please { 
Your hope shall stand unblam'd, perhaps adnur'd. 
If not that hope the scripture has requi^d. 
The strange conceits. Tain projects, and wild dreams^ 
With which hypocrisy forever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the public eye. 
And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by { 
But if, unblameable in word and thought, 
A man arise — a man whom God has taught. 
With all Elijah's dignity of tone. 
And all the love of the beloved John— 
To storm the citadels they build m air, 
And smite th' uoteropcr'd wall ; 'tis death to spare ! 
To sweep away all refuges of lies, -i 

And place, instead of quirks themselves devise, ^ 
Laina labaelhanl before their eyes \ J 

To prove, that without Christ, all gun is loss. 
All hope despair, that stands not on his cross ; 
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Except the few his God may have impress'd* 
A tenfold frenzy seizes aH the rest. . 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least , 
There dwells a consciousness in every breast. 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins. 
And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes, with her utmost force, 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce ; 
And, while religion seems to be her view, 
Hates, with a deep sincerity, the true : 
For this— of all that ever influenced man, 
Since Abel worshipped, or the world began— 
This only spares no lust ; admits no plea ; 
But makes him, if at all, completely free ; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car, 
Of an eternal, universal war ; 
Rejects all treaty, penetrates all w3es ; 
Scorns, with the same indiflTerence, frowns and smiles ; 
Drives through the realms of sin, where riot reels. 
And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels ! 
Hence all that is in man — pride, passion, art. 
Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart- 
Insensible of truth's almighty charms. 
Starts at her first approach, and sounds. To arms ! 
While bigotry, with well dissembled fears, 
His eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 
Mighty to parry and push by God's word 
With senseless noise, his argument the swordf 
Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace. 
And spits abhorrence in the christian's (ace. 
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Parent of hope^ immortal truth 1 make known 

Thy deathless wreaths aad^triumphsy dl thine own : 

The silent progress of thy power is such. 

Thy means so feeble, and despis'd so much. 

That few believe the wonders thou hast wrought, 

And none can teach them but whom thou hast taught* 

Oh, see m^ sworn to serve thee, and command 

A painter's skill into a poet's hand ! 

That while I, trembling, trace a work divine, 

Fancy may stand aloof from the design, 

And light, and shade, and every stroke, be thine. 



} 



If ever thou hast felt another's pain. 
If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh'd again. 
If ever on thy eye-lid stood the tear 
That pity had engendered, drop one hece ! 
This man was happy— -had the world's good word. 
And with it every joy it can afford ; 
Friendship and lave seem'd tenderly at strife. 
Which most should sweeten his untroubled life ; 
Politely leam'd, and of a gentle race. 
Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace^ 
And, whether at the toilette of the fieiir 
He laugh'd and trifled, made him welcome there ; 
Or, if in ma^cuhne debate he shar'd, 
Ensur'd him mute attention and regard. 
Alas, how chang'd ! — Expressive of his mind. 
His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head reclin*d ; 
Those awfiil syllables, hell, death, and sin. 
Though whispet'd, plainly tell what works within ; 
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That conatience there p«rfonni her proper part. 
And writes a doomsday sentence. on his heart ! 
Forsaking, and fonakco of ail frimdi, 
He now perceives where earth] y pkainre end* i 
Hard task — for one who tateljrkoew no care» 
And harder still, as learnt beneath despair I 
His hours no longer pass, unmarkM, away, 
A dark importance saddens every day | 
He hears the notice of the clock, perplex'd. 
And cries — peibaps eternity strikes next t 
Sweet music h no longer music here, 
And laughter sounds hke madness in bis ear : 
His grief the world of aH her power disarms ; 
Wine has no taste, and beauty bai no charms t 
God's holy word, once trivial in hit view. 
Now by tbe voice of his experience true. 
Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make hi) own. 
Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 
Say man's a worm, and power belongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have justly doom'd for some atrocious cauae. 
Expects, in darkness and hean-cbllling fears. 
The shameful close of all his mis-spent yean ; 
If cliance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 
A tempest usher in the dreaded mom. 
Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play. 
The thunder seems to summon bim away. 
The warder at the door his key applies, 
Sl«ots back the bolt, and all bii coiuage dies : 
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If theO) just thcD) all tm>ught« of mercy loat. 

When hope, long lingering, aC last yields the ghost> 

The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear, 

He drops at once hia fetters and his fear ; 

A transport glows in all he loolcs aod speaks. 

And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 

Joy, far superior joyt that much outweighs 

The comfort of a few poor added days. 

Invades, possesses, and overwhelms, the soul 

Of him, whom hope has with a touch made whole. 

'Tis heaven, all heaven, descending on the wings 

Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; 

'Tis more — 'tis God difFus'd through every part, 

'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart ! 

Oh, welcome now the sun's once hated light, 

His noon-day beams were never half so bright. 

Not kindred minds alone are call'd t' employ 

Their hours, their days, in listening to bis joy j 

Unconscious nature, all that he surveys. 

Rocks, grovet,and streams, must join him in his praiss. 

These are thy glorious works, eternal truth. 
The scoff of ivither'd age and beardless youth ! 
These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of foola that hate thee and delight in sin : 
But these shall last when night has quench'd the pole, 
And heaven is all departed as a scroll : 
And when, as justice has long since decreed. 
This earth shall blaze, and a new world succeed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they who share 
That hope which can alone exclude despair. 
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Shall live exempt from weakneM and dec«7» 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard> (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no fable with his song) 
Whose lines, uniting, by an honest art,t 
The faithful monitor's and poet's part. 
Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind. 
And while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he till a thankful soil, 
And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
But happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Judah's hallow 'd gate : 
Their language simple, as their manners meek. 
No shining ornaments have they to seek ; 
Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents, waste» 
In sorting flowers, to suit a fickle taste ; 
But, while they speak the wisdom of the skies. 
Which art can only darken and disguise, 
Th' abundant harvest, recompense divine. 
Repays their work— the gleaning only mix^* 






CHARITY. 



Qua niai mejut mdiuive terrif 
Faladmavtrt, toiaq; oGvi, 
NtcJabuiU, quamott ndcantm aunam 

HoiL. Lib. IV. Ode 2. 

JfyAIREST »d fomnost of t^ tnin, that wait 

On man's moat dignified and happieit state. 

Whether we name thee Chanty or love, 

Chief grace b^Wi and ■!! in aU abfivct 

Prosper (I preu thee with 3 powerful ple») 

A task I venture on, impcU'd hj thee : 

Ok, nerer aeen but in thy ble«t efiecti. 

Or felt hut in the nbI that Heaven tdccta ; 

Who teek* to pniie thee, and ta make thee knows 

To other hearti, must have thee in hii own. 

Come, prompt me wkh bencTOlcnt desire^ 

Teach me to kindle at thy ^ntle firet. 

And, though diignc'd and slighted, to rcdeCJD 

A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ercr on a tocial |ilani 
ij ndoot tiet attaches man to man : 
»2 
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He made at first, though free and unconfin'^i 

One man, the common father of the kind ; 

That every tribe, though placM as he sees best, 

V^here seas or deserts part them from th^ resty 

Differing in language, maimers, or in face. 

Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 

When Cook — lamented, and with tears as just 

As ever mingled with heroic dust— 

Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown, 

And in his country's glory sought his own,- 

Wherever he found man, to nature true. 

The rights of man were sax:red in his view. 

He sooth'd with gifts, and greeted with a smile^ 

The simple native of the fiew*lband isle ; 

He spum'd the wretch that sfighted or withstood 

The tender argument of kindred blood. 

Nor would endure that any riionkL contn>l 

His free bom brethren of the southern pole. 

But, though some nobler minds a kw respect. 

That none shall with impunity neglectt 

In baser souls unnumber'd evils meet. 

To thwart its influence, and its end defeat. 

XVhile Cook is lov'd for savage Imt he nVd, 

Sec Cortez odious for a world enslav'd ! 

Where wast thou then, sweet Charity ? where then. 

Thou tutelary friend of helpless men i 

Wast thou in monkish ceUs and nuaneriH found. 

Or building hospitals on English ground ? 

Ko.<— Mammon makes the world his legatee 

Through fear, not love { aud Heaven abhors the fee. 
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Wherever found| (and all men need thy care) 

Nor age nor infancy coiild find thee there. 

The liand that slew, till it could slay no more. 

Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore* 

Their prince^ as justly seated on his throne ' 

As vain imperial Fhiltpi on his own, 

Trick'd out of all his royalty by art. 

That stripp'd him bare, and broke his honest hearty 

Diedy by the sentence of a shaven piiest^ 

For scorning what they taught him to detest. 

How dark the veil that intercepts the blaze 

Of Heaven's mysterious purposes and ways ! 

God stood noty though he seem'd to stand, aloof ^ 

And at this hour, the conqueror feels the proof: 

The wreath he won drew down an instant curse, 

The fretting plague is in the public purse. 

The canker'd spoil corrodes the pining state, 

Starv'd by that indolence their minds create. 

Oh, could their ancient Incas rise again, 

How would they take up Israel's taunting strain ! 

Art thou too fallen, Iberia } Do we see 

The robber arid the murderer weak as we ? 

Thou, that hast wasted earth, and dar'd despise 

Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies. 

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid 

Low in the pits thine avarice has made 1 

We come with joy from our eternal rest, 

To see th* oppressor in his turn oppressM. 

Art thou the god, the thunder of whose hand 

Roll'd over all our desolated landy 
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Shook prindpalities and kingdoms Aovm, 
And made the mountaiDi tremble >t his frown ! 
The sword ihall light upon thy boasted powersi 
And wptte them, as thy gword has wasted oun> 
I'is thus Omoipoteace hU bw fulfils. 
And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again — the band of commerce was detijp'd 
T* associate all the branches of mankind j 
And, if a boundleu plenty be the robe. 
Trade is the golden girdle of the globe. 
Wise to promote whaterer end he means, 
God opens fniitful nature's various scenes i 
Each climate needs what other dimes produce* 
And offers something to the general use ; 
No land but listens to the common caO, 
And, in return, Teceives supply from all. 
This genial mterconrse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else an uiUTena] shade). 
Calls nature from her ivy.«iantled dei^ 
And softens human rock-work into men. 
Ingenious art, with her expresiiTe face, 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ;. 
Not only fills necessity's demand. 
But overcharges her capacious hand : 
Capricious taste itself can crave- no more 
Than she supplies from her abounding store i 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask. 
And gains new vigour at her endless task. 
Her's is the spacious arch, the shapely spire» 
The painter's pencflf aad tbc poet's lyre ^ 



From bfr the canvats borrows light and iKadf, 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never &de. 
She guidei the finger o'er the dancbg keTi, 
Gives difficulty all the grace of ease, 
And pours a tonent of sweet notes around» 
Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifts of art ; and art thrivet molt 
Where commerce has enricVd the biuy coast. 
He catches all improTeotents in his flight, 
Spreads foreign wonders in his country's sight. 
Imports what others have inTented well. 
And stirs bis own to match them, or excel. 
'Tis thus reciprocating each with each. 
Alternately the nations learn and teach ) 
While Providence enjoins, to every loul, 
An union with the vast terraqueous wholck 

Heaven speed the canvass, gallantly unfdrl'd 
To furnish and accommodate a world. 
To give the pole the produce of the SUD, 
And knit th' unsocial chmates into one.^ 
Soft airs and gentle beavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet whose errand is to save, 
To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of opulence in sorrow's face- 
Let nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen, 
Impede the bark that plows the deep serene, 
Cbarg'd with a freight, tranicendii^ in its wotth 
The geiB) of Indiai nature's rarett birth. 
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That flieSy like Gabriel on hit Lord's commands, 

A herald of God's love to pagan lands. 

Bat, ah ! what wish can prosper, or what prayer. 

For merchants, rich in cargoes of despair. 

Who drive a loathsome traffic, gage, and span, 

And buy, the muscles and the bones of man i 

The tender ties of father, husband, friend. 

All bonds of nature, in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 

A stroke, as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with regret 

Of her he loves, and never can forget. 

Loses in tears the far receding shore. 

But not the thought that they must meet no more ; 

DeprivM of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left that he can yet forego ? 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned. 

He feels liis body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his generous nature ; and, to suit 

His manners vrith his fate, puts on the brute. 

Oh, most degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 
All other sonows virtue may endure. 
And find submission more than half a cure % 
Grief is itself a medicine, and bestow'd 
T' improve the fortitude that bears the load. 
To teach the vTanderer, as his wops increase. 
The path of wisdom, all whose paths are peaces 
But slavery ! virtue dreads it as her giBve : 
Patknce itself is meanness in a slave. 



Or, if the will and nvereignty of God 
Bid suffer it awhile) and itm the rod, 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, 
And toap the chain the moment when you mxf. 
Nature imprints upon whate'er we see, 
That has a heart and life in it — Be free ! 
The beasts are charter'd — neither age nor force 
Can queU the love of freedom in a horse ; 
He breaks the cord that held bim at the rack. 
And, conscious of an unincumber'd back. 
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein. 
Loose fly lui forelock and his ample mane ; 
Responsive to the distant neigh he neighs ; ■> 
Nor stops, till, overleaping all delays, L 

He find] the pasture where his fellows grace. 3 

Canst thou, and bonoui'd with a christian Dame, 
Buy what is woman>boro, and feel no shame { 
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ! 
So may the wolf, whojn famine has made bold 
To quit the forest and invade the fold : 
So may the rufiian, who with ghostly glide. 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your bed-side ; 
Not he, but his emergence, forc'd the door. 
He found it inconvenient (o be poor. 
Has God then given its sweetness to the cane— 
Unless his laws be trampled on — in vain ? 
Built a brave woHd, which cannot yet subsbt, 
Unless hia right to rule it be dismiss'd i 
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Impudent blasphemy !— So foDf pleadsy 
And avarice, being judgCi wkh ease succeedt. 

But grant the plea— and let it stand for just. 
That man make man his prey because he mtut $ 
Still there is room for pity to abate. 
And soothe, the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Bnton knows-— or, if he know it not, 
The Scripture placM within his reach, he oughts. 
That souls have no discriminating hue. 
Alike important in their Maker's view ; 
That none are free from blemish since the fall ; 
And love divine has paid one price for alL 
The wretch, that works and weeps without relief. 
Has One that notices his silent grief. 
He, from whose hand alone all power proceeds. 
Ranks its abuse among the foulest deeds. 
Considers all injustice with a frown ; 
But marks the man that treads his fellow down. 
Begone ! — ^the whip and bell, in that hard hand, 
Are hateful ensigns of usurpM command. 
Not Mexico could purchase kings a claim 
To scourge him, weariness his only blame* 
Remember, Heaven has an avenging rod^— • 
To smite the poor is treason against God ! 

Trouble b grudgingly and hardly brookM, 
While hfe's sublimest joys are overlooked : 
We wander o'er a sun-burnt thirsty soil. 
Murmuring and weary of our daily toil. 
Forget t' enjoy the palm-tree's offered shade. 
Or taste the fountain in the neighbouring glade ^t 
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EIm w1h> wouU ioat, that hid the power t* improrCi 

Th' occaoioQ of tranimutiDg fear to love i 

Ob| 'tis a godlike privilege to save ! 

And he that aconu it is himaelf a slave. 

Inform tua mind — one flaah of heaveoly day 

Would heal his heart, aad melt his chaini away. 

" Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed ! 

And slaves, by truth enkrg'di are doubly freed* 

Then would he say, submissive at thy (eet. 

While gratitude aod love made service tweet> 

My dear deliverer out of hopeless night. 

Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

I was a bondmao on my native plain ; 

Sin forg'd, and ignorance made &st the chain ; 

Thy lipg have ^ed instructioo, as the dew, 

Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue ; 

Farewel, my former joys I I sigh no more 

For Africa's once lov'd, benighted shore ( 

Serving a beneEsctor, I am free— 

At my best home, if not exil'd from thee. 

Some men make. gain a fouotain, whence proceeds 
A stream of tibersl and heroic deeds. 
The swell of pity, not to be confin'd 
Within the scanty limits of the mind. 
Disdains thebaak, and throws the golden tands. 
A rich depout, on the bordering lands : 
These have an ear for his paternal call. 
Who makes some rich for the supply of all ; 
God's gift with pleasure in bis praise employ. 
And TuoKKToii is familiar with the Joy, 



Oh» could I worship aught beneath the 
That earth hath seen, or fiincy ctn devisef 
Thine altar, sacred liberty, should stand, 
Built by no mercenary, vulgar hand. 
With fragrant turf, and flowers as wild and fair 
As ever dress'd a bank, or scented summer air ! 
Duly, as ever on the mountain's height 
The peep of morning shed a dawning lighti 
Again, when evening in her sober vest 
Drew the grey curtain of the fading west, 
My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise 
For the chief blessings of my fairest days : 
But that were sacrilege— praise is not thme, 
But his who gave thee, and preserves thee mine : 
Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundless sky. 
This triple realm adores thee — thou art come 
From Spaita hither, and art here at home. 
We feel thy force still active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly power. 
While conscience, happier than in ancient years. 
Owns no superior but the God she fears. 
Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffer*d, and our land, too long. 
Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that share 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 
Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 
But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire and floods 
Are mighty mischiefs not to be withstood ; 



And hoiKit merit itands on slippery ground. 
Where covert guile and artifice abound. 
Let just restmnt, for public peace designed. 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of manltind ; 
The foe of virtue has no claim to thee— 
But let iuiolvent ianocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despit'dofmea, 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen i 
Vene, like the laurel, its immortal meedt 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
I may 1131111 thee, but I fear the shame -^ 

(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) \ 

I must incur) forgetting Howard's name, J 
Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine, 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow. 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of w*e, 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, ar.d bring home. 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge, sucb as onljr dungeons teach. 
And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 
That grief, sequester'd from the public stage. 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage | 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal. 
The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate. 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 
Were hush'd in iavour of thy generous pica — 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's smile thy fee ! 
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Philosophy, that does not dream or itfaf » 
Walks arm in arm with natori all hit way ^ 
Compasses earth, dives into h, ascends 
Whatever steep inquiry recommends, 
Sees planetary wonders smoothly roD 
Round other systems under }|er control. 
Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light. 
That cheers the silent jommey of the night, 
And brings, at his return, a bosom charg'd 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarg*d» 
The treasured sweets of the capacious plan 
That heaven spreads wide before the view of man^ 
All prompt his pleasM pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him, with a pleasure always new ; 
He, too, has a connecting power, and draws 
Man to the centre of the conunon cause ; 
Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium, and a purer light. 
All truth is precious, if not all divine : 
And what dilates the powers must needs refine. 
He reads the skies, and, watching every change, 
Provides the faculties an ampler range ; 
And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 
A prouder station on the general scale. 
But reason still, unless divinely taught, 
Whatever she learns, learns nothing as she ought ; 
The lamp of revelation only shows-— 
What human wisdom cannot but oppose—* 
That man, in nature's richest mantle clad^ 
And grac'd with all philosophy can add^ 
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Tlytngh fair witKaut, and luminous wkhub 

It stiU the progeny and heir of da. 

Thus taught, down falla the plumage of his piide i 

He feela his need of an unerring guide, 

And knows thatt falling be shall rise no more, 

Unlets the power that bade him stand, rettore* 

This is, indeed, phibsophy t this, known. 

Makes witdomi worthy of the name, hii own | 

And without this— whateTCT he discuss ; 

Whether the space between the (tars aud us. 

Whether he measure euth, compute the tea, 

Weigh tuo-beamt) cane a fly, or spit a flea— 

The solemn trifler, with hit boasted skill. 

Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still ; 

£lind was be bom, and, hit misguided eyes 

Grown dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. 

Self-knowledge, truly learn'd, of course impliet 

The rich postettion of a nobler prize t 

For self to self, and God to man, rereal'd, 

(Two themes to nature's eye forever seai'd) 

Are taught by lays that fly with equal pace 

From the same centre of enlightening grace. 

Here ttay thy foot ;— howcopioos and how clear 

Th' o'erflowing well of Charity spring* here t 

Hark ! 'tis the music of a thousand rills ! 

Some through the groves, some down the sloping hilbf 

Winding a secret or an open course. 

And all supphed from an eternal tonrce. 

The tiei of nature do but feebly bind. 

And copimcrcc partially iccUims, manktitd ^ 
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Fhilo8phy» without hit hewrttAj guide. 
May blow up self-conceity and nourish pride ; 
But» while his province is the retsomng part* 
Has still a veil of midnight on his heait : 
'Tis truth divine, exhibited on earth. 
Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm, and bncj flows. 
What will not argument sometinMS suppose ?) 
An isle possessed bf creatures of our load. 
Endued with reason, jet by nature bUwL 
Let supposition lend her aid once nKwe, 
And landsome grave optician on the Acre : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may kv* 
Close to the part where vision ought to be' ^ 
But finds that, though his tubes assist the sights 
They cannot give it, or make dariuKss fight. 
He reads wise lectures, and describes doud 
A sense they know not, to the ymmdering crowd | 
He talks of light and the prismatic hues. 
As men of depth in erudition uae » 
But all he gains for his harangue is^— Wtl^ 
What monstrous lies some traveUera wiH tdl 1 

The soul, whose sight aO-quickeuing grace neoevlk 
Takes the resemblance of the good she views. 
As diamonds, stript of their opaque disguise. 
Reflect the noon-day glory of the dries. 
She speaks of him, her author, guardian, friend. 
Whose kve kxtew no beginnings knows bo end» 




In language vrarm u alt tbttt-IoTc inipirei ) ^ 
And, in the glow of ker intenie denm, C 

Pantt to comnmnicate her noble firet. J 

She leei a. world itark blind to what employs 
Hereager thought, and Feeds her Sowing jojt j 
Though wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 
Flies to save some, and feels a pang for all ; 
Herself as weak as her support is stroag. 
She feels that frailty she denied so long t 
And, from a knowledge of her own disease, 
Learns to campasnooate the sick she sees. 
Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 
The reign of genuine Charity commence. 
Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears, 
She still ti kind, and still she perseveres ; 
The truth she lores a sightless world blasphem«-> 
'Tis childish dotage, a delirious dicam ! 
The danger they discern not they deny ; 
Laugh at their only itmedy, and die. 
But still a soul thus touch'd can never cease. 
Whoever thraaUoa war, ta spe^ of peace i 
Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild. 
Her wisdiHn. seems the weakness of a child. 
She makes excuses where tibe might ccttdemn % 
ReviI'd by those that hate her, prays for them j 
Suspicion lurks not in her utless bieast { 
The wont snggested, the believes the best | 
Not soon pTOTokM, however stun^ and teu'd ; 
And, if perhaps made angry, toon i^peu'd j 
She rather waves than will dispntt hef rig^t | 
And, bjured, makes for^veneit her delight. 
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Such was the portrait an apo8tle drew $ ^ 

The bright original was one he knew ; s^ 

Heaven held his hand — the likeness must be true. J 

When one, thot holds communion with the skies/ 
Has fill'd his urn where these pure waters rise. 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
'Tis e'en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide. 
That tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 
So, when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores. 
Has dropt her anchor, and her canvass furl'd 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
•Twere vain inquiry to what port she went ; 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has its qualms. 
To lull the painful malady with alms ; 
But Chanty, not feign'd, intends alone 
Another's good — theirs centres in their own ; 
And, too short liv'd to reach the realms of peace* 
Must cease forever when the poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name> 
Is rather careless of her sister's hxas : 
Her superfluity the poor supplies. 
But, if she touch a character, it dies. 
The seeming virtue weighed against the vice, 
She deems all safe, for she has paid the price : 
No charity but alms aught values she. 
Except in porcelain on her mantlc-^ree* 
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How many deed*, witb. which the world hai mug* 
From pride, m kigue with ignonacci ban ipniDg ! 
But God o'errules all hiunsii lii^Iiei itiU, 
And bends the tough mateiialt to hit wiU. 
A coDflagratioB, or a winby flood, 
Hai left tome hundred withoat home or fiwd ■ 
Extravagance and aTarice ihaH labKribe, 
While hme lad tdf-complaceiice are the bribe* 
The brief proclaim'd, it viiiti eTcry pew. 
But firat the iquire'i — « compliment but due t 
With ilow deUxtatxM he nntiea 
Hit glittering pune t hat enry of all eyei I 
And, while the clerk juit puatlet oat the pialm, 
Shdea guinea behind guinea in bi> palm | 
Till, finding (what be migfat bavc found before) 
A smaller piece amidst the prectooa atore^ 
Finch'd close between htt finger and hti thumb. 
He half exhibit*, and then drops the som. 
Gold, to be sui<e ! — throughout the town 'tia t^ 
How the good squire giTci never less than gold. 
From motives such as hii, though not the best. 
Springs in due time supply for the d iitr e w 'd j 
Not leM effectual than what love bestow*^ 
Except that office clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to s!n against a friend* 
And wound the gnoe I mean to recommend* 
(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine) 
Once more I would adopt the graver style-* 
A teacher ihouldbcipariag of his smile. 



UnleM a love of virtue ligbt the flamey 
Satire ia^ more than those fae brands, to blame | 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips otbers bare ; 
AScctSf indeed, a most humane concern, 
That men, if gently tutoPd, will not kam ; 
That mulish folly, not to be reclaim'd 
By softer methods, must be made asham'd ; 
But (I might instance in Su Patrick's dean) 
Too often rails to gratify his spleen. 
Most satirists are, indeed, a public scourge | 
Their mildest physic b a farrier's p urge ; 
Their acrid temper turns, as soon as stirr*d. 
The milk of their good purpose all to curd* 
Their zeal begotten, as their works reheane, 
By lean despair upon an empty purse. 
The wild assassins start into the street, 
Frepar'd to poniard whomsoe'er they meet* 
No skill in swordmanship, however just, 
Can be secure against a madman's thrust ; 
And even virtue, so unfairly match'd, 
Although immortal, may be prick'd or scratch'd* 
When scandal has new minted an old lie. 
Or tax'd invention for a fresh supply, 
*TiB call'd a satire, and the world appears 
Gathering around it with erected ears : 
A thousand names are toss'd into the crowd ; 
Some whisper'd softly, and some twanged aloud ; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. 




Strange 1 how the frequent interjected dull 
Quickeni a narlcet, and helps off the trash ; 
Th* important letters, tlrat include the rest, 
ScTTc a* a key to those that are supprets'd } 
CoQJecture gripei the victims in his paw. 
The world if chann'd, and Scrib. escape* the law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night prevaH] 
Wormi may he cangbt by either head or tail ; 
Forobly drawn from maoy a close recesSf 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 
Fluog'd to the stream, they lodge upon the mud, 
Food for the famish'd rovers of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence: 
A bold remark j but wbich, if well applied. 
Would humble many a towering poet's pride> 
Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit, 
And had no other pUy-f lace for his wit t 
Perhaps, enchanted with the love of fame. 
He sought the jewd in hie neighbour's shame i 
Ferhapi— ^whatever end he might pursue, 
The cause of virtue could not be his view. 
At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; ' 
The turns are quick, the poUsh'd points lurprise, flt^ 
But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 
That, while they pleasci possesa us with aUnni : 
So have I seen, (and hasten'd to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight) 
Where Kands that monument rf ancient power> 
Nus'd vith wnphidc difputy— the Tower^ 



■1 ■ 



Gunsy halberts^ (wordsf and pistolf , gveit and maUp 

In starry formi diaposM upon tlie walL 

We wonder» as we gazing stand bdow. 

That brass and steel ^ould audce 80 fine a show ! 

But, though we praiae tk' exact designer's skiBf 

Account them implements of aiachief itflL 

No works shall find acceptance in that day 
When all disguises shall be rent away. 
That square not truly with the scriptore plan^ 
Nor spring from love to Godt or love to man» 
As he orduns thingSt sordid in their birtht 
To be resolv'd into their parent earth ; 
Andy though the soul shall seek superior oii>$9 
Whate'er this world prodocesy it absorbs | 
So self starts nothing but what tends apace 
Home to the goal wdiere it began the race* 
Such as our motive is 0)U' aim mutt be ; 
If this be servile, that can ne'er be free : 
Jf self employ us, whatsoe'er is wrought. 
We glorify that self, not him we ought* 
Such virtues had need prove their own reward^ 
The Judge of all men owes them no regard. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nurs'd. 
Fad by the love from whidi it rose at firsts 
Thrives against hope ; and, in the rudest scene. 
Storms but enliven its un&ding green ; 
Exuberant is the shadow it supplies ; 
Its fruit on earth, it8,|prov7th above the skies. 
To look at HIM, who formed us and redeem'd ; 
So glorious noW| though once so disesteem'd f 



CRAKITT. I*S 

To MC a God itretch Fortli bis liumu huid, 

T' uphold the bouudlets iceoes of hie command ; 

7o recollect, that, ia a form like oan. 

He bniU'd beneath hit feet th' infernal powers. 

■Captirity kd captive, ruse to claim 

The wreath 'he won lo dearly in our name ; 

That, thron'd above all^eight, he condescend* 

To caO the few that trust in him hii friends ; 

That, in the heaven of heaveni, that ipace he deems 

Too (canty for th' eiertioo of hii beami, 

And shiuei, a* if impatient to bestow 

Life and a kingdom upon worms below ; 

That sight imparts a nevet^ying flame, 

ThoDgh feeble b degree, in kind the same. 

Like him, the soiil, thus kindled from above. 

Spread* wide her arms of uniTcrsal love ; 

And, still enlarg'd at she receives the grace, 

inchides creation in her close embrace. 

Behold ft Christian ! — and, without the firc» 

The Founder of tbat name alone inspires. 

Though all accompUihment, all knowledge meet, ■> 

To make the shining prodigy complete, > 

Whoever boasts that name — behold a cheat! J 

Were love, m these, the world's last dotiag yeant 

As frequent >a the want of it appears, 

Tbe (lurches warm'd, the^ would no longer hold 

Such Frozen figures, stijfas they are cold : 

Relenting forms would lose their power, or cease ; 

And e'en the dipt aad iprinUed live in peace i 
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Each heart would quit its prison in the breasty 
And flow in free communion with the rest. 
The statesman, skilled in projects dark and deep» 
Might burn his useless Machiavcl^ and sleep ; 
His budget, often filPd, yet always poor. 
Might swing at case behind his study door> 
No longer prey upon our annual rents. 
Or scare the nation with its big contents: 
Disbanded 1c;3:qiis freely might depart, 
And slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field, 
Suie not to conquer and sure not to yield ; 
Both sides deceiv'd, if rightly understood, 
T?elting each other for the public good. 
Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vcliiclc of virtue, truth, and love ; 
And I might spare myself the pains to show 
What few can learn, and all suppose they know. 
Thus have I sought to grace a serious lay 
With many a wild, indeed, but flowery spray, 
In hopes to gain, what else I must have lost, 
Th' attention pleasure has so much engross'd# 
But if, unhappily deceiv'd, I dream. 
And prove too weak for so divine a theme, 
Let Charity forgive me a mistake ^ 

That zeal, not vanity, has chancM to make, v 
And spare the poet for bis subject's sake. J 






CONVERSATION. 



Nam neq s 14 tmtvm vemtntu libihu tnnri, 
l/et percutta juvaat fiitt& lam Utora, net ^aa 
Saxotai mler Jtevmat ^fiunana valla. 

ViRG. Ed. 5. 

JL HOUGH nature wdgh our talents, and dupenie 
To every man hii modicum of seow. 
And Connnation, in its better part. 
May be ctteem'd a gift and not an art, 
Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil, 
On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 
Words leam'd by rote a parrot may reheanct 
But talking is not always to converse ; 
Not more distinct from harmony divine. 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 
As alphabets in ivory employ, 
Hour after hour, the yet unletter'd boy. 
Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee, 
Those seeds of science, call'd his a b c ; 
So language in the mouths of the adult* 
Witness its iangnificaat mult. 
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Too often provei an imploneot of phf, 

A toy to sport with, tnd pau time awaf. 

Collect at evening what tlw day brought (nihf 

ComprvH the lum into Ui aolid worth, 

And, if it weigh th' impoitMice oTa fly* 

The Kale* are faUe, or Algebra m Ke. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought. 

How few respect or u*e thee u they ought I 

But all shall give account of crery wrong, 

Who dare Athonour or defile the tongue }- 

Who prostitute it in the came of vice, 

Oi Bell their glory at a market price j- 

Who vote for hire, orpointh with lampoon^ 

The deai-bought placeman, and the cheap buffiNn^ 

There is a pruriance in the fpeech of tome^ 
Wrath stayi him, or else God would gtrike them dumb t 
Hit wise Forheannce hat their end in new ; 
They fiK thiir meatuie, and receive their du& 
The heathen law-giver* of ancient daya,. 
Names ahnoet worthy of a Chrittian'a pnuse,. 
Would drive them forth from the resort of men*. 
And ehut up every satyr in his den. 
Oh, come not ye near innoceace and truth. 
Ye warms that eat into the bud of youth I 
Infectious ae impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promis'd flower t 
Its odour perisli'd and its charming hue. 
Thenceforth 'tis hateful, for it smells of you^ 
Not e'en the vigorous and hcadloDg ngp 
Of adolescence or a firmer ag^ 




CeXVEKSATlOlt. 4^ 

Afitffdi & plest allowable or just. 

For making ipeecb the pamperer of Init t 

But, when the breath of age commiti the fault, 

'Til nauKoui aa the vapour of a lault. 

So withered itompa diignce the lylvaa scencr 

No longer Enutfot, ud no longer green ; 

The tapleta wood, divetted of the bark, 

Growa fangoua, and takes fire at ererf spark. 

Oathi tenniaate, at Paul obaeiwH all strife- 
Some men hrrc surely then a peaceful U& I 
Whatenr lubjeet occupji discourse. 
The feats of VntrU,.or the naval fbrcei 
AssevcradoD, blustering in your hcKt 
Makes contradictioa such a hopden caw i 
In CTcry tak they tell, or false or tniei 
Wdl known, or such as no man ever knew, 
They fis. attention, heedless of your pain> 
With oath*,Uk* rivets, forc'd iato the biain t 
And e'en, when sober truth prevailB throughout^ 
They swear it, till aSnnance breeds a donhu 
A Pernan, humUe servant of tbe son, 
Who,, though devout, yet bigotry had none^ 
Hearing a lawyvr grave b bit address, 
With adjurations every word impress, 
Suppos'd the man a bishop, or at leasts 
God't name so much upon his- lips, a priest f 
Bow'd at the dose with all his gracefnl airs, 
And^bcgg'd an interest in hia frequent prajer*. 
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Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferr'dy 
Henceforth associate in one common herd ; 
Religion, virtue, reason, common sense, 
Pronounce your human form a false pretence ; 
A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks* 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works* 

Ye powers who rule the tongue* if such there are^ 
And make colloquial happiness your care, 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate—* 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of arguments and jar^ words* 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords. 
Decide no question with their tedious lengthy 
(For opposition givts opinion strength) 
Divert the champions, prodigal of breath. 
And put the peaceably*dispos*d to death. 
Oh, thwart me not, Sir Soph, at every turn. 
Nor carp at every flaw you may discern ; 
Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 
I am not surely always in the wrong 1 
'Tis hard, if all is false that I advance-— 
A fool must now and then be right by chanqe* 
Not that all freedom of dissent I blame ; 
No — ^there I grant the privilege I claim. 
A disputable point is no man's ground ; 
Rove where you please, 'tis common all aroundl 
Discourse may want an animated — No* 
To brush the surface, and to make it flOw ; 
But still remember, if you mean to please* 
To press yoor point with modesty and casew 



CORTEKIATIOm 

The duHe) >t wliich my jmter aim I take, 

Ib coDtndiaion for its own dear nke. 

Set your opioioii at whatever pitch, 

Snots and impedimenta make something hitch. 

Adopt his own, 'tis eqtially in vain. 

Your thread of argument ii inapt again ; 

The wrangler, rather than accord with yoilt 

Will judge himself deceiv'd, and proTC it toOk 

Vociferated logic kills me quite ; 

A noisy man ia always in the rights 

I twirl my tliumht, fall back into my cbaiVj 

Fii on the wainscot a distmsful stare. 

And, when I hope his blunders are all out, 

Reply discreetly'— To be sure — no doubt I 

DuBiooi it tuch a icTupuIou* good mao^ 
Yei — you may catch him tripping if you cut. 
He would act, with a peremptory tone. 
Assert the nose upon his face bu own ; 
With hesitation admirably slow. 
He humbly hopes— prenimei — it may be «>• 
His evidence, if he were cill'd by law 
To swear to some enormity he saw. 
For want of prominence and just relief. 
Would hang an honest man, and mre a thief. 
Through constant dread of giving truth ofiencr* 
He ties up all his hearen in auipense ; 
Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not. 
What he remembers seems to have forgot ) 
His sole opinion, whatsoe'er be&ll. 
Centring at hit ia having none at alL 
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Yet though he tease and balk your listening eti> 
He makes one useful point exceeding clear | 
However tngeniousy on his darling theme^ 
A sceptic in philosophy may seem, 
Reduc'd to practice, his bekfcd rule 
Would only prove hint a consummate fool p 
Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 
Fate having plac'd all truth above his reach. 
His ambiguities his total sum. 
He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumk 

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way^. 
The positive pronounce without dismay ; 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride : 
Without the means of knowing right from wrongs 
They always are decisive, clear and strong*. 
Where others toil with philosophic, force. 
Their nimble nonsense takes, a shorter course y 
Flings at your head cosiviction in the lump,. 
And gains remote conclusions at a jump. 
Their own defect, invisible to them. 
Seen in another, they at once condemn $ 
And, though self*idoIiz'd in every case. 
Hate their own likeacss in a brother's face* 
The cause is plain, and not to be denied. 
The proud are always most provok'd by pride. 
Few competitions but engender spite ; 
And those the most,, where neither has a right. 

The point of honour has been deemM of use,. 
To teach good manners and to curb abuse^ 



COHTBftlA-noy* 

Admit it trot, the confluence i* clear, 
Our polich'd luniien ut & muk we wesr, 
And at the bottom bwbvoui itill and rude t 
We *ie reMnio'd, indeed, but not •ubdued. 
The Tery remedy, however lure. 
Spring* from the niichief it intends to cittKp. 
And uTnge in iti jninciple appear^ 
Tried, H it ^nld be, by the fruit it bcan^ 
Til hard) indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quairelt but their fiital end p 
That now and then a hero mutt deceaae. 
That the lurririiig world nay U*e in peacei^ 
Feihapi, at last, clote scrutiny may ihoir 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low ( 
That men enga^ in it compell'd by force : 
And fear, not courage, is its proper source. 
The fear«ft;preDt custom, and the (ear 
Lett fopt should censure ui, and fools should M 
At least to trample on our Maker's lawSi 
And hazard life for any or no cause. 
To rush into a fia'd eternal stata. 
Out of the very flames of rage and hate. 
Or send another shirering to the bar, 
With all the gnilt of snch unnatural war. 
Whatever use may urge, or honour plead. 
On reason's verdict, it a madman's deed- 
Am I to set my Ufc upon a throw, * 
Because a bear is rude and surly i No^^- 
A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 
Will oM ■ffrmc sie, tad no other ovb 
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Were I empower'd to reg;uUite the Utta^ 
They should encounter with tidUoaded fiits | 
A Trojan combat would be ■omethhig new. 
Let Dares beat Entbllus Uack and blue ! 
Then each might show, to his admiring friend^ 
In honourable bumps his rich aniends» 
And carry, in contusions of his skoUf 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story, in which native humour reigos^ 
Is often useful, always entertains : 
A graver fact, enlisted on your ade. 
May furnish illustration, well applied : 
But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 
'Tis the most asinine employ on earth. 
To hear them tell of parentage and birthy 
And echo conversations, dull and dry, 
Embellish'd with — He smJL, and, So satd L 
At every interview their route the same. 
The repetition makes attention lame ; 
We bustle up with unsuccessful speed. 
And in the saddest part, cry— Droi/ indeed / 
The path of narrative with care pursue, 
Still making probability your clue ; 
On all the vestiges of truth attend. 
And let ttem guide you to a decent end. 
Of all ambitions man may entertain. 
The worst that can invade a sickly brain 
Is that which angles hourly for surprise. 
And baits its hook with prodigie* and lies. 



COMTIKtATIOIIi ISi 

Credulous iLhacf, or age u weak, 
Are fittest auditon for tuch to seek, 
Who to please othen will theouelTei disgrace ; 
Yet please not, but afiront you to your face. 
A great retailer of thii curioug ware. 
Having unloaded aad made many itiit. 
Can tliis be true i—aa arch obterver cries. 
Yes, (rather moved) I saw it with these eyei 1 
Sir I I believe it on that ground alone ; 
I could Dot, had I aeen it with my own, 

A tale thould be jodiciout, dear, succinct ; 
The language plun, and incidents well link'd ; 
Tell not as new what every body knows } 
And, new or old, still hasten to a close j 
There, centring in a focus round and neat, 
l,et all your rays of information meet. 
What neither yields us profit nor delight^ 
Is like a nurse's lullaby at night i 
Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Elesnore, 
Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff, 
Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy str^. 
Then pause, and puff — and speak, and pauw agaia, 
6uch often, like the tube they so admire, 
Important trtflers ! have more smoke than fire. 
Pernicious weed I whose scent the tail ajinoys. 
Unfriendly to society's chief joys. 
Thy worst effect is, banishing for boar* 
The Kz whose f reteace civitixei oius : 
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Thou art} indeed, the drag m gardner wantli 
To poison vermin that infeit Us phnts ; 
But are we so to wit and beauty blind^ 
As to despise the glory of ourkiiidt 
And show the softest minds and fiairest fonna 
As little mercy as he gmba and worma ? 
They dare not wait the riotoos abuse. 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length producey 
When wine has given indecent language birth. 
And forc'd the flood-gates of licentious ttirtk | 
For sea-bom Venus her attachment shows. 
Still to that element from which she rose. 
And with a quiet, which no fumes disturb^ 
Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

Th' emphatic speaker dearly loves t' oppose. 
In contact inconvenient, nose to pose. 
Is if the gnomon on his neighbour's phiz, 
Touch'd with a magnet, had attracted lu8« 
His whisper'd theme, dilated, and at large, 
proves after all a wind-gun's airy charge, 
An extract of his diary— no more, 
A tasteless journal of the day before. 
He walk'd abroad, overtaken in the rata 
Call'd on a friend, drank tea, stept home again, 
Resum'd his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt him with a sudden bow. 
Adieu, dear Sir I lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puM-geatlcman that*i aU perfume ; 
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The ligtit'a enongh— 4m need to smell m be«u^ 
' Who thniiti hi) note into a raree-ahow { 
Hti odorilenut Mlraapti to please 
Periiapt might prosper with a twarm of beet ) 
But we, that make no honeyt though we stingy 
Poett, are Mraetimet apt to maul the thug. 
'Tii wrong ^o bring into a mix'd mort> 
What makei tome sick, and othen aJo-mert t 
Ao argument cS cogencct we ma; tay. 
Why Hich an one tbould keep himaetf away. 

A graver coxcomb we may cometimea Ke* 
Quite as abaord, though not so light as he : 
A shallow brain behind a serioni mask^ 
An oracle within an empty cask, 
The solemn 'lop ; significant and budge [ 
A fool with judges, amongst ibds ajudgc. 
He says but little, and that little said 
Owes lU its weight. Like loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit intites you by his looks to come. 
But when you knock k nerer it at home : 
'Tis like a parcel tent you by the stage, 
Some handtonte present, as yonr hopes pretagef 
*Tis heaty, bulky, and hids fair to pr9re 
An-absent inend't fidelity and love, 
But when unpack'd yonr disappointntent groans. 
To find it stuff'd with brick-bats, earth, and stone«> 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick. 
In making known how oft they have been tick. 
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And give us, in recitals of disease, . . 

A doctor's trouble, but without the fees ; 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed» 
How an emetic or cathartic sped $ 
Nothing is slightly touch'd, much less forgot» 
Nose, ears, and eyes, seem present on the spot* 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill,' 
Victorious seemM, and now the doctor's skill $ 
And now — alas, for unforeseen mishaps ! 
They put on a damp night-cap and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died they were so bad-« 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 

Some fretful tempers wince at every touchy 
You always do too httle or too much ; 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain. 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
You fall at once into a lower key, 
That's worse— -the drone-pipe of a humble-bee* 
The southern sash admits too strong a light, 
You rise and drop the curtain— now it^s night. 
He shakes with cold — you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze — that's roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 
With soal — that's just the sort he would not wish* 
He takes what he at first professed to loath. 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Yet still, o'erclouded with a constant frown. 
He doe? not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please him, vain on evtiMpHP^ 
Himself should J7ork that wondefy if he CMli«- * 



Alas ! his efibrts double hia diitreast 
He likes yours little, and hii own still len. 
Thua always teasing others, always teas'd^ 
His only- pleasure is— to be dispkaa'-d. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of iancied scora and undeserv'd diidain> 
And bear the marks, upon a blushing face. 
Of needless shame and self<impos'd disgnce> 
Our sensibilities are lo acute, 
The fear of being silent makei us mute. 
We sometimes. think we could a speech produce. 
Much to the purpose, if our tongues were loose ; 
But, being tried, it dies upon the lip. 
Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 
Our wasted oil unpro6tab]y bums, 
X.ike hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 
Few Frenchmen of this nil have compUin'd ^ 
It seems as if we Britons were ordain'd. 
By way of wholesome cuib upon our pride, 
To fear each other, fearing noae beside. 
The cause, perhaps, bquiry may descry, 
Self-scarchiog with an introverted eye, 
Conceal'd within an unsuspected part. 
The vainest corner of our own vain heart ; 
Forever aiming at the world's esteem, 
Our self-importance ruins its own scheme ; 
In other eyes our talents rarely shone, 
Become itln^h so splendid in our own. 
We dare not risk them into public view, 
Lest they niscarry of what teems their due. 
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True modesty U a duocmiag grKtt 

Aad only bluthn io the proper place t 

But counterfeit U blind, and ikulki througli tta^ 

Where "til a thametobe uham'd t' appear i 

Humility the parent oF the fint ; 

The last by Tanity prodnc'd and num. 

The circle fonn'd) we lit in ^ent atatCi 

Lilce ligurei drawn upon a dial-platc t 

Yes ma'am and no ma'aoit ntter'd aoftlyi iIidw 

Every five minntes how the minutei go f 

Each individoa) niffering > constraint 

Poetry may, but colours cannot, punt } 

Andt if in close committee oa the skji 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry % 

And finds a changing clime a happy aoitra 

or wise n;flei:tion and well-tioi'd discourse. 

We next inquire, but aoftly and by stedtbi 

Like coDserrators of the public health, 

Of epidemic throats, if soch there are. 

And coughs, and rheumi, and phthisic, and catarA. 

That theme exhausted, a wide chasm enstws, 

Fill'd up at last with interesting newt i 

Who danc'd with whom, and who are like to we^ 

And who is hang'd, and who is brought to bed } 

But fear to call a mare important cause, 

A* if 'twere treason against English laws. 

The vijit paid, with ecstacy we come. 

As from a seven yean transportation, home^ 

And there resume an nnembamss'd brow. 

Recovering what welott «c know sot hoart 
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The facuhiei that «em*d reduc'd to naught, 
EzpreBHOD, and the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chut, 
I gire him over at a detperate case. 
Physicians write in hopes to work a cure, 
Never, if honett ones, when death ia sure ; 
Aod though the fox he follows may be tam'd, 
A mere fo» follower never is reclaim'd. 
Some farrier should prescribe hit proper courte, 
Whote only fit companion is his horse, 
Or if, deserving of a better doom. 
The Doble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet even the rogue that serves hint, though be stand 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 
Prefers his fellow-grooms, with much good teoie. 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the squire. 
Where can at last bis jockey ihip retire? 
Oh to the club, the scene of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise j 
There, in the tweet society of those 
Whose friendship from hit boyish yean he cboK, 
Let him improve his talent if he can, 
Till none but beasts acknowledge his) a man. 

Man's heart had been impenetrably teai'd. 
Like thorf that cleave the flood or graze the Seld, 
Had not his Maker's all bestmring band 
Given him aapul, aod bade him undentand ; 
o3 
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The reasoning power vouchsafed pf course inferred 

The power to clothe that reason with his word^ 

For all is perfect that God works on earth. 

And he that gives conception aids the birth. 

If this be plain, 'tis plainly understoody 

What uses of his boon the giver would. 

The mind, dispatch'd upon her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has blest the soil i 

Visiting every flower with labour meet. 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the tong^ with what she sips^ 

And shed the balmy blessing on the lips, 

That good diffus'd, may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the power that bids it flow. 

Will the sweet warbler of the live Jong night. 

That fills the listening lover with delight. 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard. 

To learn the twittering of a meaner bird> 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice^ 

That odious Hbcl on a human voice I 

No — nature un sophisticate by man^ 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan $ 

The melody that was at first designed 

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind. 

Is, note for note, delivered in our earsi 

In the last scene of her six thousand years : 

Yet fashion, leader of a chattering train, 

Whom man for his own huit permits to rtign, 

Who shifts and changes all things but his shap«^ 

Aad would degrade her votary to aQ apf> 



CONTERSATIOM. 169 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrongs 

Holds an usuxp'd dominion o'er his tongue ; 

There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace. 

Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace, 

Andy when accomplished in her wayward school. 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fooL 

'Tis an unalterable fix'd decree 

That none could frame or ratify but she. 

That heaven and hell, and righteousness and sin. 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 

God and his attributes (a 6eld of day 

Where 'tis an angel's happiness to stray) 

Fruits of his Iotc and wonders of his might. 

Be never nam'd in ears esteem'd polite* 

That he who dares, when she forbids, be grave. 

Shall stand proscribed a madman or a knave, 

A close designer not to be beiieVd, 

Or, if excus'd that charge, at least deceiv'dl 

Oh folly worthy of the nurse's lap, 

Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pi^l 

It is incredible, or can it teem 

A dream to any except those that dream. 

That nmm should love his Maker, and tiai fire. 

Warming Hb heart, should at his lips transpire f 

Know then, and modesty let fall your eyes. 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies | 

That air of insolence affronts your God, 

You need hit pardon, and provoke his rod ; 

Now, in a posture that becomes you more 

Than that heroic strut assum'd bebi% 
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Know, your arrears with every hour accrue^ 
For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 
The time is short, and there are souls on earthy 
Though future pain may senre for present mirth» 
Acquainted with the woes that fear or skarae. 
By fashion taught, forbade them once to name^ 
And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest, 
Have provM them truths too big to be express'd t 
Go, seek on revelation's hallowed ground^ 
Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 
Touch'd by that Power that you have dar'd to mock^ 
That makes seas stable, and dissolyes the rock» 
Your heart shall yield a life-renewing stream, 
That fools, as you have done, shaQ call a dream» 

It happen'd, on a solemn even-tidet 
Soon after h e that was our surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively indin*d. 
The scene of all those sorrows left behind, * 
Sought their own village, busied as they weoty 
In musings worthy of the great event : 
They spake of him they lov'd, of him whose li£^ 
Though blameless, had incurred perpetual strife 
Whose deeds had left, in s|»te of hostile arts^ 
A deep memorial graven oo their hearts* 
The recollection^ like a vein of ore^ 
The farther trac'd, enrich'd them atiH the more } 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appcar'd t' have done | 
T' exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all elsc^ and wondcrM he should die. 



En yet thtj brought theirjourwjr to an end, 
A ttranger join'd them, courteous u a inend. 
And uk'd them, itith a kind engaging uTt 
What their affliction wai, and brgg'd a tbart^ 
Infbmi'd, he gather'd up the broken tbnad* 
And, truth and wisdom gracing all be Midi 
Esplain'd, iliuttntedt and learch'd so well* 
The tender theme on which they chow to dwcS* 
That reaching home, the night, they aaid, it neari 
We must not nnw be parted, sojourn here. 
The new acquaintance soon became a guestf 
And made to welcome at their simple feast. 
He blest the bread, but lanish'd at the w<ud. 
And left them both eackiming, 'Twas the Liai I 
Did not OUT hearts feel all he deign'd to say I 
Did they not bum within us by the way { 

Mow theirs was converse such as it bebarea 
Man to maintain, and such as Cod approTes t 
Their views, indeed, were indistinct and dim. 
But yet iuccessful, being aim'd at him. 
Christ and his character their only scope. 
Their object, and tbeir subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred teal. 
Found him at prompC as their desire was tnte. 
To ipread the new-born gloriet in their ligw. 
Well— what are ages and the bpie of tjme, 
Match'd againtt truths, as lasting as sublime t 
Can lengthof yeanon Got} himidf exact. 
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No— marble and recording braai decay. 



And Lke the 



graver s memoty pass away j 



The works of man inherit, aa i) jiitt, 

Their aatbor's frailty, and ttt'om to dart j 

But truth divine farever itanda lecure, 

Its head is guard<^ as its base is ture ; 

Fix'd in the rolling flood of endless years> 

The pillar of th' eternal plan appeara. 

The raving storm and dashing wave defies. 

Built by that Architect Who built the skies. 

Hearts may be found that harbour at this hour 

That love of Christ, in all its quickening povrer { 

And Hps, unstain'd by folly or by strife, 

Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep well of Ii&> 

Tastes of its healthful origin, and flows 

A Jordan for th' ablution of our woes. 

O days oFheaven, and nights of equal praise, 

Serene and peaceful as those heavenly days. 

When souls drawn upwards, in communion sweet. 

Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat, 

Discourse, as if releas'd and safe at home. 

Of dangers past and wonders yet to come, 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 

Upon the lap of covenanted rest. 

What, always dreaming over heavenly things. 
Like angeUheads in itone with pigeon-wiogs'} 
Canting and whining out all day the word. 
And half the night i fanatic and absurd ! 
Mine be the friend lets frequent in his prayctq, 
Who makes no biutk with his huI'i afiaira, 
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Wliose wit can brighten up a wintry day, 
And chase the splenetic dull hours away j 
Content on eahb in earthly things to shine, 
Who waits for heaven ere he becomes dirinSf - 
Leaves saints t' enjoy those altitudes they teach. 
And plucks the fruit plac'd more within hii reach* 

Well spoken. Advocate of sin and shame. 
Known by thy bleating — Ignorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit (he world's exclusive right. 
The fix'd fee^imple of the vain and light ? 
Can hopes of heaven, bright prospects of an hour. 
That come W waft us out of sorrow's power. 
Obscure or quench a faculty that Snds 
Its happiest soil in the eerenest minds ? 
ReligioQ curbs indeed its wanton play, 
Apd brings the trifler under rigorous sway. 
But gives it usefulness unknown before. 
And, purifying, makes it shine the more. 
A Christian's wit is inoffensive light, 
A beam that aids, but never grieves the iig|t ; 
Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth, 
'Tis always active on the side of truth ; 
Temperance and peace ensure its healthful state, 
And make it brightest at ifs latest date> 
Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vain, 
Ere Ufe go down, to see such sights again) 
A veteran warrior in the Christian field, 
Who never saw the sword he could not wield t 
Grave without dulness, learned without pride, 
Ef act, yet not precise, thongh meek, kcen-ey'd i 
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A man that would faave fbiPd, at their own ^Itf | 

A dozen woidd-be*^ of the ittodeni day ; 

Who, wheh occasion juftified iti tifeet 

Had wit its bright, as rttidf U) pYOdtice, 

Could fetch from records of an earlier ag^» 

Or from philosophy's edighten*d page. 

His rich materials, and regale your ear 

With strains it was a privilege to hear : 

Yet, above all, his luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 

There he was copious as old Greece or Rome^ 

His happy eloquence seem*d there at hoyfne^ 

Ambitious not to shine or to excel, 

But to treat justly what he lov'd so well. 

It moves me more perhaps thati folly oughty 
When some green heads, as void of wit as thoQght^ 
Suppose thenuehes monopolists of sense^ 
And wiser men's ability, pretence. 
Though time will wear us and we must grOw oldt 
Such meir are not forgot as soon as cold. 
Their fragrant memory will outlast their tombf 
£mbalm*d forever in its own perfume : 
And, to say truth, though in its eariy primet 
And when unstain'd with any grosser cnmet 
Youth has a sprightlihess and fire to boa»t, 
That in the valley of decline are lost* 
And virtue with p2culiar charms appears, 
Crown'd with the garland of Ufe^s Blooming years ^ 
Yet age, by long experience well informed, 
Wdl read, well temper^d^ nith religion wann*d». 
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That fire abated which impeli rash youths 
Proud of bii tpwd to overshoot the truth, 
Ai time improves the gnipe'a authentic juice. 
Mellows and makei the speech moic^t foruie, 
Aod claimi a rererence in iti (hortening day-f 
That 'tis an honour andajoy to pay. 
The fruits of age, le» fair, are yet more found. 
Than those a brighter leaton pouri around; 
And, like the stores autumnal suns mature. 
Through wintry rigours unimpair'd endnre. 

What is &natic frenzy, tcom'd so much. 
And dreaded more than a contagious touch t 
I grant it dangerous, and approve your fear. 
That fire is catching if you draw too near ; 
But sage observers oft mistake the flamCf 
And give true piety that odious name. 
To tremble (ai the creature of an hour 
Ought at the vie* of an Almighty Power) 
Before his presence, it wboae awful throne. 
All tremble, in all worlds, except your own* ' 
To supplicate his mercy, love his ways. 
And prize them above pleasure, weahh, or prais^ 
Though common sense allow'd a casting voice. 
And, free from bias, must approve the choice^ 
Convicts a man fanatic in th' extreme. 
And wild as madness in the woiid's esteeaii 
But that disease, when soberly defin'd, 
Is the Mse fire oF an o'e^ated mind ; 
It views the troth with a distorted eye. 
And eitlier wnps or byCk nekn by i 
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'Tis narrow, selfish, arrogant^ and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man's applause ; 
And, while at heatt sin unrelinquish'd lies. 
Presumes itself chief favourite of the skies. 
Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blouMi flesh whereon the maggot feedSf 
Shines in the dark, but, usher'd into daj. 
The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is compos'd 
Of hearts in union mutually disclosed ; 
And farewell else all hope of pure delight, 
Those hearts should be redaim'd, renewed, upright. 
Bad men, profaning friendship's hallowed name* 
Perm, in its stead, a covenant of shame, 
A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion's glorious cause : 
They build each other up with dreadful skill. 
As bastions set point-blank against God's will*; 
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt. 
Deeply resolv'd to shut a Saviour out ; 
Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; 
A nd, curst with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls that carry on a blest exchangre 
Of joys they meet with in their heavenly range. 
And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrow* sympathy esteems its own. 
Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant coorse^ 
Feel less the journey's roughness and its lengtbf 
Meet their opposers ^th united strength, 
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And, one in beart, io intemt, and design. 
Gild up each other to the race divine. 

But CODvenationi choose what theme we taxjf 
And chiefly when religion leads the waji 
Should flow, like maten after summer showett. 
Not as if rais'd by mere iQechanic powers. 
The Christian, in whose soul, though now diitress'd. 
Lives the dear thought of joys he once possest'd. 
When all his glowing language issued forth, • 
With God's deep stamp upon its current worth. 
Will speak without disguise, and must impart. 
Sad as it ist his undissembUng heart, 
Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal. 
Or seem to boast a fire be does not feel. 
The song of Sion is a tasteless thing, 
Unless, when rising on a joyful wing, 
The soul can mix with the celestial bands. 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings these to tell a world who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit ! 
Will they believe, (though credulous enough 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof) 
That there are blest inhabitants of earth, 
Partakers of a new ethereal birth, 
Tbeir hopes, desires, and purposes cstrang'd 
From tlungt terrestrial, and divinely chang'd, 
Their very language of a kind that Speaks 
The soul's sui; iatereit in the good she seeki. 



Who deal with 8criptare, its importance tgSfy 

As TuUy with philosophy once dealti 

And in the silent watches of the night. 

And through the scenes of toil-renewing lights 

The social walk, or solitary ride» 

Keep still the dear companion at their tide ? 

No — shame upon a self-disgracing age, 

God's work may serve an ape upon a stage 

With such a jest as fiH'd with hellish glee 

Certain tnrisibles as shrewd as he ; 

But veneration or respect finds none. 

Save from the subjects of that work alone. 

The world grown old, her deep discernment shoir^ 

Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose. 

Peruses closely the true Christian's £ice. 

And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace, 

Usurps God's office, lays his bosom bare. 

And finds hypocrisy dose lurkmg there, 

And, serving God herself through mere constraintt 

Concludes his unfeign'd love of him, a feint. 

And yet, God knows, look human nature through, 

(And in due time the world shall know it too) 

That since the flowers of Eden felt the blast. 

That after man's defection laid all waste. 

Sincerity towards th' heart-searching God 

Has made the new-born creature her abode^ 

Nor shall be found in nnregenerate souls, 

Till the last fire bum all between the pokit 

Sincerity ! Why *t!8 his only pride ; 

Weak and imperfect in all grace betide^ 
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He knowi tliat God demands hit hrart entire, 
And givpB him all hit juit demandt require. 
Without it, his pretentions were as vain. 
As, having it, he deems the world's disdain ; 
That great defect would cost him not alone 
Man's favourable judgment, but hit own ; 
His birth-right shaken, and no longer clear. 
Than vhile his conduct proves his heart lincercr 
Retort the charge, and kt the world be told 
She boasts a con6dence the does not hold j 
That, coDicious of her crimet, the feck instead 
A cold miagiTingi and a killing dread ; 
That, while b health, the ground of her support 
Is madly to forget that life it short i 
That sick she trembles knowing she mutt die, 
Her hope pretumption, and her frith a lie ; 
That while the dotes, and dreamt that the believes* 
She mocks her Maker, and herself deceivet, 
Her utmost reach, hittorical aiient. 
The doctrines warpt to what they never meant ; 
The truth ittelf it in her head as dull 
And useless, at a candle ia a skull. 
And all her love of God a groundlets claim, 
A trick upon the canvass, painted Same. 
Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 
And all her censures of the work of grace 
Are insincere, meant only to conceal 
A dread the would not, yet it (brc'd to fed f 
That in her heart the Chriitiin she rewret, 
And vhile the leenw to tooa him> only fcan. 
>2 
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A poet does not work by square or line^ 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design ; 
At least we modems, our attention kss» 
Beyond th' example of our sires, digresSf 
And claim a right to scamper and run widey 
Wherever chance, caprice, or &ncy guide* 
The world and I fortuitously met ; 
I o w'd a trifle, and have paid the debt ; 
She did me wrong, I recompensed the deed. 
And, having struck the balance, now proceed* 
Perhaps, however, as tocot years have pass'd 
Since she and I conversed together last. 
And I have liv'd recluse in rural shades. 
Which seldom a distinct report pervades. 
Great changes and new manners have occur'd. 
And blest reforms that I have never heard. 
And she may now be as discreet and wise. 
As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 
Sobriety, perhaps, may now be found. 
Where once intoxication pressM the ground ( 
The subtle and injurious may be just, 
And he grown chaste thst was the slave of lust ; 
Arts, once esteem'd, may be with shame dismissed ; 
Chanty may relax the miier*s fist ; 
The gamester may have cast his cards away, 
Torgot to curse, and only kneel to pray. 
It has indeed been told me (with what vreightf 
How credibly, *tis hard for me to state) 
That fables old, that seem'd forever inute> 
Hcviv'd, are hasteniDg into fresh repute. 
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And godi 2nd goddMiei ditcaided laag. 
Like neelns lumber, or a ttroUer'a (ong, 
Are bringing into Tognc their heathen traisf 
And Japiter bida lair to rule again | 
That certain feaiti are instituted now* 
Where Veniu hean the lover'i tender vow f 
That all Olympui through the country rovei* 
To coniecrate our few remaining groreif 
And echo learns politely to repeat 
The pnise of names for ages obsolete ; 
That having prov'd the weakness, it shonld W«d» 
Of revelation's ineffectual beaaii 
To bring the passiona under sober sway, 
And give the moral springs their proper play. 
They miean to try what may it last be done 
By stout subctantial gods of wood and atone, 
And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 
May such success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long-forgotten arts, 
Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his parts* 
Make him athletic as in ^yi of old, 
X<eam'd at the bar, in the palesstra bold. 
Divest the rougher sex of female atn. 
And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 
The diange shall please, nor shall it matter m^t 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought, 
'Tis time, however, if tbe case stand thus, 
-For us phno folks, ud all who side with u% 
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To build our altar, confident and bold. 

And say as stem Elijah said of old-*- 

The strife now stands upon a fair award. 

If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 

If he be silent, faith is all a whim^ 

Then Baal is the God, and worship him. 

Digression is so much in modem use. 
Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse. 
Some never seem so wide of their intent, 
As when returning to the theme they meant ; 
As mendicants, whose business is to roam, 
Make every parish, but their own, their home. 
Though such continual zig-zags in a book> 
Such drunken reelings have an awkward look^ 
And I had rather creep to what is true, 
Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 
Yet to consult a little, seemM no crime» 
The freakish humor of the present time : 
But now to gather up what seems dispersed. 
And touch the subject I designed at first. 
May prove, though much beside the rules of art, 
Best for the pubUc, and my wisest part. 
And first, let no man charge me that I mean 
To clothe in sable every social scene. 
And give good company a face severe. 
As if they met around a father's bier ; 
For tell some men, that pleasure aH their bent, 
And laughter all their work, is life mis-spent, 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply. 
Then mirth is sin^ and we should always cry. 
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^Pb find the medium atks some share oF wit. 
And thereibre 'tis a mark fooh never hit. 
But though life's valley be a rale of teara, 
A brighter tcene beyond that vale appeari. 
Whose glory, with a light that never fades, 
Shoots between scattered rocks and opening ihade% 
And) while it shows the land the soul detirei. 
The language of the land she seeks, inspires. 
Thos toDch'd, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of alt that was absurdi pro&oe, impure ; 
add within modest bounds, the tide of speech 
PumM the coone that truth and nature teach % 
No longer hbrnm merely to produce 
The pomp of somid, or tinkle witliont uw : 
Where'er it winds, the sahitary itream. 
Sprightly and fresh, enriches every theme, 
While all the happy man possess'd before. 
The gift of nature, or tlie datsic store. 
Is made subscptient to the grand design. 
For which Heaven form'd the fecuhy dlviiM^ 
So, should an idiot, while at large he fttaySf 
Find the sweet lyre on whkh an artist play% 
With rash and a«rkward force the chords be shaken 
And grim with wander at the jar he m«ke« | 
But let the wise and welUnitiucted band . 
Once take the ihell beneath lus juit command. 
In gentle sounds it seems as it comptain'd 
Of the rude injuries it late sus^ain'd. 
Till, tna'd at length to some immortal songt 
It sounds Jjhqvah'i name, and poni* bit pnusealmv* 
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JljLaCKNEY'D in busioess, wearied at that oar 

Which thousands! once fast chain'd to, quit no more> 

But whichi when life at ebb runs weak and low^ 

All wish, or eeem to wish, they could forego ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant* man of trade^ 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade^ 

Where, all his long anxieties forgot 

Amid the charms of a sequester *d spot^ 

Or recollected only to gild o*er 

And add a smile to what was sweet beforet 

He may possess the joys he thinks he seest 

Lay his old age upon the lap of easei 

Improve the remnant of his wasted span» 

And, having Uv'd a trifler, die a man. 

Thus conscience pleads her cause within the breast. 

Though long rebeU'd against, not yet suppressed, 

And calls a creature form'd for God alone, 

For Heaven's high purposes, and not his own ; 

Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates and what inflames, 
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From dtid, hummiag with a reatlcM crowd* 
Sordid M active, ignorant at loud) 
Whose highest praise is that the^ lire in vain* 
The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gian. 
Where works of maa are cluster'd dose arooul. 
And works of God are hardly to be &>DQd» 
To regioQs, where, in spite of sin and woe, 
Traces of Eden are stiU seen below» 
Where mountaia, river, forest, field, and groW) 
Remind him of his Maker's power and love. 
*Tis well if, look'd for at so bte a day, 
In the last scene of such a senseksi play, 
True wisdom will atteodhis feeble call. 
And graoe his action ere the curtain £dL 
Souli that have long despis'd their heavenly birth. 
Their wishes all iroprvgnated with earth. 
For threescore years cmploy'd with ceasdess care 
In catching smoke and feeding upon air. 
Conversant only with the ways of men, 
Rarely redeem the short remaining tea. 
Inveterate habits choke th' unfruitful heart. 
Their fibres peiwtrate its tendercst part* 
And, draining its nutritious powers to feed 
Their noxious growth, starve f very better seed, 

Happy, if full of days— but happier far, 
If, ere we yet discern life's evening star. 
Sick of the service of a world that feed* 
Its patient drudges with dry chaff and wecd^ 
We can escape from custom's idiot sway, 
To «erTe tbe Sovereign we wane bom t* obex. 
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Then sweet to muse upon hit tkfll diiplay'd 

(Infinite &kill) in all that he hat made ! 

To tracc> in nature's mott mmute desigOt 

The signature and stamp of power diviae^ 

Contrivance intricate, exprett'd with eascy 

Where unassisted sight no heauty teet. 

The shapely limb and lubricated joints 

Within the small dimensions of a pointy 

Muscle and nerve miraculously spuo^ 

His mighty work, who speaks and it is done^ 

Th' invisible in things scarce teen reveal'd» 

To whom an atom is an ample field : 

To wonder at a thousand insect forms. 

These hatch'd, and those resuscitated wormty 

New life ordain'd and brighter scenes to sharCf 

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 

Whose shape would make tliem, had they bulk woA 

size. 
More hideous foet than fancy can devise ; 
With helmet heads and dragon scales adom'd. 
The mighty myriads, now securdy tcora'df 
Would mock the majesty of man's high bird^ 
Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth ^ 
Then with a glance of fancy to survey. 
Far as the faculty can stretch away. 
Ten thousand rivers pour'd at hit command 
From urns that never fail through every landj 
These hke a deluge with impetuous force, 
Those winding modestly a wlent course ; 
The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful valet ; 
Seas on which every nation tpreadt her saSs } ' 
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The sun, a world whence other worlds driak Ught j 

The crescent moon, the diadem of night t 

Stan countless, each in hia appointed place. 

Fast aochor'd in the deep abyss of ipac^— 

At such a sight to catch the poet's flame. 

And with a rapture like his owa exclaim. 

These are thf glorious works, thou Source of gooda 

How dimly seen, how funtly oDderetoodl 

Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 

This uuiienal fbme, thus wondrous fair { 

Tliy power divine, and bounty beyond tliought* 

Ador'd and ptais'd in all that thou bast wrought. 

Absorb'd in that immeniiiy I see, 

I shrink abash'd, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heaTcnly day 

Thy words more clearly than thy works display, 

That) while thy truths my grosser thoughts refinet 

I may resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

Oh blest proGdepcy I surpasang all 
That men erroneously their glory rait, 
The recompenie titat arts or arms can yield. 
The har, the senate^ or the tented field. 
Compar'd with this lubtimest life below. 
Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to show f 
Thus studied, us'd, and consecrated thus, 
On earth what is, seems form'd indeed for at ; 
Not as the plaything of a froward child. 
Fretful unices diverted andlxguil'd, 
Much less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
OF pride, amUtioa, or hnpure denies, 
VOL. I. a 
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But as a scale by which the soul ascends 
From mighty means to more important endSf 
Securely, though by steps but rarely trod* 
Mounts from inferior beings i^ to Gody 
And sees, by no faUacious Ught or dim. 
Earth made for man, and man himself for him* 

Not that 1 mean t' approre, or woidd enforce^ 
A superstitious and monastic course : 
Truth is not local ; God alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shadeSt 
And may be fear'd amidst the busiest scenesy 
Or scom'd where business never intervenes. 
But 'tis not easy with a mind like ours» 
Conscious of weakness in its noblest powers^ 
And in a wofld where, other ills apart. 
The roving eye misleads the careless heart. 
To limit thought, by nature prone to stray 
Wherever freakish fancy points the way ; 
To bid the pleadings of self4ove be stillf 
Resign our own, and seek our Maker's will | 
To spread the page of scripture^ and compare 
Our conduct with the laws eogimven there { 
To measure all that passes in the breastt 
Faithfully, fairly, by that sacred test ; 
^o dive into the secret deeps within, 
i|l-Tp spare no passion a^d no favourite m§ 
And search the themes, important above all» 
Ourselves and our recovery fi^m our falL 
But leisure, silence, and a mind released 
From anxious thooghu how wealth may be incnai'dt 
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How to secure in •ome propitioui hour 
Tbe point of interest or the port empower, 
A Mul lereoe, and eqiullj retir'd 
From objects too moch dreaded or detir'd, 
Safe from tbe clamours of p errertc diipute, 
At leait are BneaHj to tbe great pnnuit. 

Opening the map of God's extensiTC plasj 
We find a little iale, this life of man { 
Eternity's unknown expaiuc appears 
Circling around and limiting bis jean. 
The busy nee exanuiiej and explore 
Each creek and caiem of tbe dangerous shorfl* 
With care collect what in their eyes excels. 
Some shining pebbles, and some weeds and^hells t 
Thus laden* dream that they are lich and greatt 
And happiest he that groans beneath his wright : 
The waves o'ertake them in tbeir serious phy* 
And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 
They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep* 
Pursue thrir sport, and follow to tbe deep. 
A few Ibrsake th: throng ; with lifted eyes 
Ask wealth of heaven, and ^n a real prixe— 
Truth, wisdom* grace, and peace like that above, 
Seal'd with his signet whom they serve and love f 
Scom'd by the teat, with patient hope tliey wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state. 
And, unregretted) are soon snatch'd away 
From scenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

Nor theit alooe preiera lile recluse, 
Who seek rctiicmcnt for its proper use t 
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The love of change that lives in every breafty 

Genius, and temper, and desire' of rest. 

Discordant motives in one centre meet, 

And each incHnes its votary to retreat. 

Some minds by nature arc averse to DOise,. 

And hate tlie tumult half the world enjoy s. 

The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize 

That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 

The fruits that hang on pleasure's flowery stem, 

Whate'er enchants them, arc no snares to them. 

To them the deep recess of dusky groves, 

Or forest where the 4eer securely roves^ 

The fall of waters, and the song of birds,. 

And hills that echo t^ the distant herd's^ 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and her chief favourites share*. 

With eager step, and carelessly array 'd. 

For such a cause the poet seeks the shade. 

From all he sees he catches new delight, 

Plcas'd fancy claps her pinions at the sight, 

The rising or the setting orb of day. 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away. 

Nature in all the various shapes she wears. 

Frowning in stonns, or breathing gentle aiVv, 

The snowy robe her wintry state assumes. 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perf ninety* 

All, all alike transport the glowing bard, 

Success in rhyme his glory and reward. 

Oh nature ! whose Elysian scenes disdbse 

His bright perfections at whose word they rose» 
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Hext to that Fownr who fonn'd thee and (uttain*. 
Be thau the great intpim- of my itraiai. 
Still, at I touch the lyre, do thou expand 
Thy genuine charau, and guide an artleu hand^ 
That I may catch a fire but raiely known, 
GiTc ufcfnl lighti though I ihould mui renown. 
And, poring on thy page, whoae every line 
Bean proof of an intelligence dime. 
May feci a heart enrich'd by what it pays. 
That bnildi it> glory on its Maker'i piaite. 
Woe to the man wboce wit iliwlaiim iti uaei 
Glittering in Tain, or only to Mduce> 
Who atudi^ nature with a wanton eye, 
Admirei the work, but dips the leuon hym 
His houn of teiture and receii employif 
In drawing; pictnrea of forbiddeii joyi, 
Retim to blason hii own woithlcM name^ 
Or shoot thecarcfew with a lurertinw 

The loTer, too, ahuna busineu and alann^ 
Tender idolater of abtent charmi. 
Saint! offer nothing in their warmeft prayer*. 
That he devotei not with a lad like theirs ;. 
Tis coniecTaiion of hii heart,, toul, time, 
And every thought that wanders, it a crime. 
In light he worthipt hn nipremely takt 
And weepi a tad libation in despair, 
Adoret a creature, and, derout in vain^ 
Wiiu in return an aatwer of diidain. 
At woodbine wedi the plant within her naA, 
Kough Mat, «r tawoth gnin'4 ai&, or ^ony bcack^ - 
ft2 
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In spiral rings ascends tbe trunk, and hy» 
Her golden tassek on the leafy aprayt. 
But does a mischief while she lends • gtBce, 
Straitening its growth by such* ttriet embrace--* 
So love, that clings around the nobliest mind% 
Forbids th' advancement of the* aoul he binds ; 
The suitor's air indeed he soon improves. 
And forms it to the taste of her he loTes, 
Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
Refines his speech and fashions his address ; 
fiut farewel promises of happier frnits. 
Manly designs, and leaming'is grave pursuits ( 
Girt with a chain he cannot wish to breakt 
His only4>li9B is sorrow for her aidce : 
Who will may pant §br glory and exod. 
Her smile his aim,, all higher aims farewel t 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever ntme 
May least offend agsdnst so pure a tkmCf 
Though sage advice of friends the most sincere 
Sounds harshly in so delicate an ear^ 
And lovers of all creatures, tame or wild. 
Can least brook managementy however niil^y 
Yet let a poet (poetry disairms 
The fiercest animals with magic charms^ 
Risk an intrusion on thy pensive inoody 
And woo and win thee to thy proper good» 
Pastoral images and still retreats. 
Umbrageous walks and solitary seatSy 
Sweet birds in concert with harmomous streamy 
'Soft airsy soctumal vi|pls| and day dxtamsi 
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Are aD ndttBtmrats 10 > CMC like dm, . 
CoDtpire igstDit thy pem whh one detigai 
Sooth thee to mke tlwe but a kuier picy. 
And feed the fiie that mutci thy powen amjr, 
Up—God hu ionn'd thee with ■ wiicr Tiew* 
Not to be lead in chaioii but to nibdne, 
Calli thee to cope with eaeme*, and fint 
Pointg outa cooflkt with ihyMl^ the «bnl. 
Woman, indeed> a gift he would beitow 
When be deBgn'd a paradiie bdovt 
The richett eaithlf boon bU haadi aSbnl, 
I>e*eTT«t to be bebiT'dt but not ador'd. 
Poat away mriftly to more actire tcenei^ 
Collect the •ctttci'd tnitha that ttudyg^m^ 
Mix with tfe worid, but with its wiaerpartt 
No longer gm an image all thine heart ; 
lU emjaren not ben, oor ii it thine, 
Tii Giod'k:}uat dann, pren^ratin danaaw 

Virtuona and faithful Hibikdiii I whoae-akS 
Attempt* no taik it cannot well fulfil 
Givci mdanclydy np to aatute's care, , 
And Kodtthe patient into purer air. 
Look where he camei— <b diia cmbower'd alcpie-- 
Stand cloae conccal'd, andieeaitatoemoTe: 
Lipa buajTi and eyea £x'd,foot fidling ilow, 
Anna hanging idly down, hand* daip'd below. 
Interpret to the nutrkiog-eyediatreu, '« 

Such ai it! ijrniptomi can alode ex^reai. 
That tongiie ii nient now i that lileiit teagne 
Could vgne okc^ cmld jnt or join the woag. 
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Could give adyice, could etntuft or coflunefldV 
Or cbarm the sorrows of a drooping fnend^ 
Renounc'd alike its office and its sport. 
Its brisker and its graver Strains £dl short | 
Both fail beneath a ferer's secret sway, 
Andy like a summer brook, are past away* 
This is a sight for pity to peruse. 
Till she resemble faintly what she^ews, 
Till sympathy contract a kindred pain, 
Pierc'd with the woes that she lanents in vain.^ 
This, of aU Hudadies that man infestf 
Claims most compassion, and receiTet the kast t 
Job felt it, when he gproanM beneath the rod 
And the ^b'd arrows of a frowning God | 
And such emollients as his friends could spare^ 
Friends such as his for modem Jobs prepare. 
Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 
Kept snug ui caskets of dom hammered steel. 
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 
And minds that deem derided pain a tieat. 
With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wikv^ 
And wit that puppet-promptert might inspire. 
Their sovereign nostrum is a domsy jok. 
On pangs enforc'd with God's severest stroke* 
But, with a sold that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing s 
Not to mokst, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is sKender praise^ 
He that has not usurp'd the name of man 
Coet aS| and deems too little ally, he oMSip 
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T* assuage the throbbbgs of the feiter'd part. 
And atanch the bleeding of » broken heart. 
'Tis not, as heads that never ache luppoie, 
ToTgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 
Man is a harp whose chords elude the lightr 
Each yielding harmony di^poa'd aright ; 
The screws revcrs'ti (■ taslc which if he pleai^ 
Gud in a moment cicecutcs with ease) 
Ten thousand thousand strings at once go Iook, 
Lost till he tuoe them, all their power and use. 
Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes aa fair 
As ever rccompeos'd the peasant's care. 
Nor soft declivities with tufted biUa* 
Nor view of waters tuniiag busy millsr 
Parks in which art preceptress nature wedE, 
Nor gardens interspert'd with flowery beds. 
Nor gales that catch the scent of blooming groreSy 
And waft it to the mourner aa he roves. 
Can call up life into his faded eye. 
That pastes all he sees anheededby : 
Nu wounds like those a wounded spirit feels, 
No cure for such, till God who makes them, heals. 
And thou, sad suSerer under nameless ill, 
That yields not to the touch of human skill. 
Improve the kind occasion, undentand 
A Father's frown, and kiss bis chastening hind : 
To thee the day-spring, and the blaze of noon, 
The purple erening and resplendent moon, 
The Stan that, sprmkled o'er the vault of night. 
Seem iroft dcKcndiog in a shower of light. 
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Shine not, or undesir'd and hated shiM^ 

Seen through the mcdiam of a doud like thine ; 

Yet seek him, in his favour K£e is found. 

All bliss beside — a shadow or a sound : 

Then heaven, eclipsM to long, and this dull earthf 

Shall seem to start into a second birth ; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face. 

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace, 

Shall be despised and overlooked no more. 

Shall fill thee with delighu unfek before. 

Impart to things inanimate a voice. 

And bid her mountains and her hills rgoice ; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales. 

And thon enjoy an Eden ere it fails* 

Ye groves (the statesman at his desk elclaii:i% 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims) 
My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 
Beneath your shades your gray possessor hide. 
Receive me languishing for that repose 
The servant of the public never knows. 
Ye saw me once (ah, those regretted days 
When boyish innocence was all my praise ! ) 
Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot,- 
And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 
Catching its ardour as J mus'd along ; 
Nor seldom, as propitious Heaven might send. 
What once I valued and could boast— a friend^ 
Where witnesses how cordially I pressed 
His undissembling virtue to my breast ; 
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Receive rae aoW| not Dncorru|it u tfaeo. 

Nor gu3tlen of cvniptiog other men. 

But len'd in uti thit, while they (eem to ttaj 

A falling empire, buten iu decaj. 

To the fair hiTcn of my native lioinc, 

The wreck of what I wai, &tigu'd, I come 1 

For once I can approve the patiiot'i ymx. 

And make the coune he recoBunend*, mf choice | 

We meet at tait in one lincere desire, 

Hie wish and mine both prompt me to retire. 

Til done— -he atcpa into the welcome chailCt 

Loll* at hii eaic behind four handaome baya. 

That whirl away from buuseic and debate 

The diuncumbcT'd Atlai of the state. 

A«k not the boy, who, when the bncae o£am 

First ihakei the glitteting drops from everf thotii* 

Unfolds his fiock> then under bank or buah 

Sits linking chcrry-«tonei or platting rush. 

How ftiria freedom I he was always free 1 

To carre his rtiilic name upon a tree. 

To snare the mole, or with ilWaibion'd hook 

To draw th' incautious minnow from thfrbrookt 

Are life's prime pleasum in his simple view, 

Hii flock the chief coocem he ever knew— 

She shines but little in bis heedless eyes. 

The good we ne»er miss we rarely prize : 

But ask the noble drudge in state afiaiit, 

Escap'd from office and its constant cores, 

What charms be sees m freedom's smik expitsa'd* 

In freedom loatao long) now repoiseit'd t 
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Tlie tongue whose strains were cogent at command 

Revcr'd at home, and felt in foreign landsi 

Shall own itself a stammerer in that cause^ 

Or plead its silence as its best applause. 

He knows indeed, that, whether dressM or rudej 

Wild without art, or artfully subdu'd. 

Nature in every form inspires delight^ 

But never mark'd her with €0 just a sight. 

Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store. 

With woodbine and wild roses mantled o'er, 

Oreen balks» and furrow'd lands* the stream that 

spreads 
Its cooling vapour o'er the dewy meads* 
Downs that alir.ost escape th' inquiring eye* 
That melt and fade into the distant sky. 
Beauties he lately slighted as he past* 
Seem all created since he <ravell'd -last. 
Master of all th' enjoyments he desigo'd. 
No rough annoyance rankling in his mind» 
What early philosophic hours he keeps* 
How regular his meals, how sound be sleeps i 
Not sounder he that on the mainmast head. 
While morning kindles with a windy red. 
Begins a long look-out for distant land. 
Nor quits, till evening watch, his giddy stand. 
Then swift descending with a seaman's haste. 
Slips to his hammoc and forgets the blast. 
He chooses company, but not the squire's, 
Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires ; 
Nor yet the parson's, who would gladly come, 
Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home ; 
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Kor ctn te nmch affect the neighbouring pecTi 
WhoK toe of emulstioD treads too near ) 
Sut witely Mck* m more convenieat £rieiid( 
With whom, diamnnng Cormi, he may unbend ! 
A man whom marks ofcondesceudiD^ grace 
Teach, while thcf flatter himi hit proper place ; 
Who come* when call'd, and at a word withdrawt. 
Speaks with reservei asd listens with applause ; 
■Some plain mechanic, who, without pretatce 
To birth or wit, nor gtvet nor takes offence t 
On whom he rests well plcas'd his weary powers. 
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 
The tide of life, swift always in its counc, 
'May run in cities with a brisker force. 
But no where with a current so serene^ 
Or half so dear, as in the rural scene. 
Yet how &Ilacion$ is A earthly bliss. 
What obriooB truths the wisest heads may aun i 
Some plemiuret live a month, and some a year, 
But short the date of aH we gather here } 
No happness is felt, escept the true. 
That does not diarm thee more for being new. 
This c4>serTation, at it chanc'd, not made. 
Or if the thought occQrr'd, not duly weigh'd, 
He sighs—for, afler ill, by slow degrees, 
The spot he lov'd bat lost the power to pleaie | 
To cros) big ambling pony day by day. 
Seems at the best but dreaming life away t 
The prospect, such as might enchant despair^ 
He views it aot, or sect no beauty tbeiv ; 
VOL. I. a 
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With adiing hearty and discontented tooksy 

Returns at noon to billiards or to books» 

But feels, while grasping at his faded joy 89 

A secret thirst of his renouQc'd employs. 

He chides the tardiness of every posty 

Pants to be told of battles won or lost. 

Blames his own indolence, obsenres, though late» 

'Tis criminal to leave a sinking state. 

Flics to the levee, and, received -with grace* 

Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again io place. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats, 
That dread th' encroachment of our growing 8trecUi« 
Tight boxes, neatly sash*d, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun's collected rays, 
Dehght the citizen, who, gaping there;. 
Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 
Oh sweet retirement, who would balk the thoughtf 
That could afford retirement, or could not ? 
'Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight* 
The second mile-stone fronts the garden gate ; 
A step if fair, and if a shower approach* 
You find safe shelter in the next .stage-coadu 
There, prison'd in a parlour snug and snudl. 
Like bottled wasps upon • southern wall. 
The man of business and hisJTriends compressM, 
Forget their labours^ and yet find no rest ; 
But still 'tis rural — trees are to be seen 
From every window, and the fields are green ; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door* 
And what could a remoter scene show moi^ 



.\ 
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A KDK of degBDee we nnly Imd 
The portion of m mcMt or vulgar mind, 
And ignorance of beiler thingt makn man. 
Who cuBOt much, Fejoke in what be can ) 
And be that deemi hii leitore wrQ beitow'd 
In contemplation of a turnpike roadt 
Ii occupied a* well, employa Ui bouri 
A* wisely, and a* much improTct hit powert^ 
As be that iluinbere in parilions, graced 
With all the charms of an accooipliah'd taste. 
Yet hence, alai 1 insolveociei ; and henee 
Th' unpitied victim of ill-judg'd expente* 
From all his wearitome engagement) freed, 
Shakei handa with buaineu, and retire! indeed. 

Your prudent grand-mammaB, ye modern belief, 
Content with firiitol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wellt, 
When health required it, would consent to roam, 
Elie more attach'd to pleasures found at home. 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife. 
Ingenious to diversify dull Ufe, 
In coaches, chaises, caravans, and liuyi. 
Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys. 
And all, impatient of dry land, agree. 
With one consent, to rush into the sea. — 
Ocean exhibits, fathomleii and broad. 
Much of the power and majesty of God. 
He swathes about the swelling of the deep. 
That shines and rests, as intants smile and sleep ; 
Vast as it u, it antwen as it flows 
The breathings of thcUghtest iir that blows ; 
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Curling and whitening over all the watte^ 

The rising waves obey th' increuing Uaitj, 

Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roarSf 

Thunder and flash upon the steadfast thoresy. 

Till H E that rides the whirlwind checks the reio> 

Then all the world of waters sleeps again.— • 

Nereids or Dr)'ad8y as the iashion leads. 

Now in the floods, now panting in the ineads> 

Votaries of pleasure still, wherever she dwells^. 

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O grant a poet leave to recommend 

(A poet fond of nature, and your friend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view ; 

Her works must needs excel; who £uhioii'd you. 

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride, 

With some unmeaning coxcomb at your side. 

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains^^ 

To waste unheard the music of his strains, 

And, deaf to all th' impertinence of tongue, 

That while it courts, affronts and does you wrongs 

Mark well the finish'd plan without a fault, 

The seas globose and huge, th* overarching vaults 

Earth's milHons daily fed, a world employed 

In gathering plenty yet to be enjoy'd. 

Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 

of God, beneficent in all his ways ; 

Grac'd with such wisdom, how would beauty shine t 

Yc want but that to seem indeed divine. 

Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid^ 
Force many a shining youth into the shadr^* 
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^fot to rFdeem hit time, but liia eiUtCt 

Aad play the fbolt but at a cheaper rate. 

There, hid in loath'd obscurity, remov'd 

From picaiives left, but never more bu'lov'd. 

He juat enduret, aod with a lickly tpleea 

Sight o'er the beauties of the channing kcdc. 

Nature, indeed, kmlu prettily in rhyme | 

Streams tinUe sweetly in paetic chime t 

The warbUngi of the blackbird, clear aod strong, 

Are musical enough in Thomson's song ; 

And Cobham's groves, and Windsor's green retreats^ 

When Pope describes them, have a tbouand sweets | 

He likes the country, but in truth must own, 

Most likes it, when he studies it to town. 

Poor Jack — no matter who—Ar when I bhine 
1 pity, and must there&re sink the name, 
Lit'd in his saddle, iov'd the chase, the eourati 
Aod always, eie he mounted, kiit'd hit horse. 
IV estate his sires had own'd in anctcnt yean 
Was quickly distaac'd, match'd against a peerV 
Jack vanisb'd, wu regretted and forgot ) 
'TIS wild good-natnw's DeTer<^ailiog lot. 
At length, vbea all had long iuppos'd hia dead. 
By cold submersioa, razor, rope or ieui. 
My lord, alighting at his usual place, 
The Crown, took notice of an ostler's faock 
Jack knewhia friend, but bop'd in that disguise 
He might escape the most obserting ey«s> 
And whistling, u if unconcern'd and gay. 
Curried his nag, aad look'd another way. 
x2 
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ConvincM at last, upon a nearer vieWf 
'Twas he, the same, the rery Jack he knewy 
O'crwhdm'd at once with wonder, griefy and joy. 
He press'd him much to quit his base employ f 
His countenance, his purse* hia heart, his hand* 
Influence and power^ were all at his command t 
Peers are not always generous as well bredy 
But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 
Jack bowM, and was obh'g'd-* confessed 'twas strange 
That so retir'd he should not wish a change* 
But knew no medium between guzzling beer. 
And his old stint— three thousand pounds a year* 

Thus some retire to nourish hopeless woe ; 
«Some seeking happiness not found below ; 
Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 
Some sway'd by fashion, some by deep disgust ; 
Some self-impoverish*d, and because they roust ; 
But few that court retirement are aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there» 

Lucrative offices are seldom b>st 
For want of powers proportioned to the post : 
Give e'en a dunce th' employment he desires. 
And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 
A business, with an income at his heel8» 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 
But in his arduous enterprise to close 
His active years with indolent repose^ 
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He finds the labours of that sUte exceed 

His utmost faculties, severe indeed. 

'Tis easy to resign a toilsome place. 

But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 

Absence of occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a Riind distressed. 

The veteran steed, excus'd bis task at lengthy 

In kind compassion of his failing strength^ 

And tum'd into the park or mead ta graze^ 

Exempt from future service all his dzjVr 

There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind. 

Ranges at liberty, and snuffs the wind : 

But when his lord would quit the busy road^ 

To taste a joy like that he has bestow'd. 

He proves less happy than his favoured brutey 

A life of ease a difficult pursuit. 

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may teett 

As natural as, when asleep, to dream ; 

But reverses (for human minds will act) 

Specious in show, impossible in fact, 

Those flimsy webs that break as soon as wrougfaty 

Attain not to the dignity of thought : 

Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain. 

Where dreams of dress, intrigrue, and pleasure reign % 

Nor such as useless conversation breeds. 

Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 

Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordain'd ^ 

What means the drama by the world snstain'd ? 

Business or vain amusement, care or mirth^ 

Divide the frail iabubitants of earth. 
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Is duty a mere 8port> or an employ ? 
Xiife an intrusted talent^ or a toy i 
Is there, as reason^ consciencCf acripture, say^ 
Cause to provide for a great future day. 
When, earth's assigned duration at an rnd^ 
Man shall be summoned and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet — ^will it sound I the curtain rite { 
And show th' august tribunal of the tkies^ 
"Where no prevarication shall avails 
Where eloquence and artifice shall fiul» 
The pride of arrogant diitinctionB {all. 
And conscience and our conduct judge ut all ? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toil. 
Though I revere your honourable naroeSy 
Your useful labours and iniportant aims. 
And hold the world indebted to your aid,. 
Enrich'd vsnth the discoveries ye have made ^ 
Yet let mc stand excus^d^ if I esteem 
A mind employed on so sublime a theme^ 
Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outhne of the present transient state^ 
And, after poising her adventurous wings^ 
Settling at last upon eternal things. 
Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought. 
Than ye, when happiest, and enlightened roosl^ 
And highest in renown, can justly boast. 

A mind unnervM or indispos'd to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her cart > 
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Whatever hope* « change of tcene iupiret, 
Mun change hn nature, or in Tain icUfm. 
An idler it a watch that wants both handi, 
As useless if it goes as when it stands. 
Books, theicfbict not the scandal of the shelvest 
In which lewd leosualista print out themselves ( 
Nor those iu which the stage give* vice a blow. 
With what success let modem manners show ; 
Nor his, who, for the bane of thousands boni, 
Built God a. church, and bughM his word to scoroy 
Skilful alike to seem devout and jnsti 
And stab religion with a SI7 nde-thrust ; 
Nor those of learn'd philologists, who chue 
A panting s jDable through time and spoce^ 
Start it at home, and bunt it in the dark,. 
To Gau), to Greece, and into Noah's ark r 
But snch as learning without lalse pretence* 
The friend of truth, th' associate of sound senwi. 
And such as in the anl ttf good dfcdgn. 
Strong judgment labouring in the scripture mine^ 
All tuck as manly aad great souls produce. 
Worthy to Uve, and of eternal use : 
Behold in these what Insure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand^ 
Luxury gises the nund a childish cast. 
And while she polishes, perrerta the taste ; 
Habits of close attention, thinking heads. 
Become more rare a* disdpcrioa ipietdit 
Tni authors hear at length one general crj» 
llckle and entertain as> or we die. 
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The loud demand, from year to year the same'^ 

Beggars invention and makes fancy lame. 

Till farce itself, most mournfully jejune. 

Calls for the kind assistance of a tune ; 

And novels (witness every month's review) 

Belie their nanve, and offer nothing new. 

The mind, relaxing into needful sporty 

Should turn to writers of an abler sort, 

Whose wit well manag'd, and whose classic styl^ 

Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 

Friends (for I cannot stint, as some have done. 

Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; 

Though one, 1 grant it, in the generous breast 

Will stand advanced a step above the rest : 

Flowers by that name promiscuously we call. 

But one, the rose, the regent of them all)— 

Friends, not adopted with a school-boy's baste. 

But chosen with a nice discerning taste^ 

Well born, well disciplinM, who, plac'd apart 

From vulgar minds, liave honour much at heart. 

And, though the world may think th*^ ingredients od^ 

The love of virtue, and the fear'of God I 

Such friends prevent what eke would soon succeed, 

A temper rustic as the life we lead. 

And keep the polish of the manners clean, 

As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene $ 

For solitude, however some may rave. 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre in which the living lie. 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 
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I praise the Frenchman,* his remark wa8 sbrew'd— • 

How sweety how passbg sweety is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat. 

Whom I may whisper-r-solitude is sweet. 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside 

That appetite can ask, or wealth provide 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the dulness of still life away ; 

Divine conununion,. carefully enjoy'd, 

Or sought with energ^y, must fill the void. 

Oh sacred art,<to which alone life owes 

Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful dose, 

Scom'd in a world, indebted tothat score 

For evils daily felt and hanUy bom. 

Not knowing thee, we reap, with bleeding hands. 

Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands. 

And while experience cautions us in vain. 

Grasp seething happiness, and find it pain. 

Despondence, self-deserted in her grief^ 

Lost by abandoning her own relief. 

Murmuring and ungrateful discontent. 

That .scorns affictigns mercifully meant, 

Those humours tart as wines upon the finet. 

Which idleness and weariness beget ; 

These, and a thousand plagues that haunt the breast. 

Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest. 

Divine communion chases, as the day 

Drives to their dens th' obedient beasts of prey. 

* BniyecOi 
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See Judah^s promis'd kingy bereft of alfp 
DrivcD out an exile from the £ioe of Sau^ 
To distant caves the lonely wanderer fliea^ 
To seek that peace a tyrant's txomn denies* 
Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voicef 
Hear him, o'erwhelm'd with sorrow, yet rejoice | 
No womanish or wailing grief has partf 
Noy not a moment, in his royal heart ; 
'Tis manly music, such as martyrs make, 
.Suffering with gladness for a Saviour's sake ; 
His soul exults, hope animates his layst 
The sense of meiscy kindles into praisc» 
And wilds, familiar with a lion^s roar. 
Ring with extatic sounds unheard before t 
^Tis love like his that can alone defeat 
The foes of man, or make a decert sweet* 

Religion does not .censure or exclude 
Unnumbcr'd pleasures, harmlessly pursu'd % 
To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 
To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 
The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands ; 
To cherish virtue in a humble state, 
And share <the joys your bounty may create ; 
To mark the matchless workings of the power 
That shuts within its seed the future flower. 
Bid these in elegance of form excel. 
In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends nature forth the daughter of the skies. 
To dance on eactb, and ^hann all human eyes $ 
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To teach the canvass inoocent deceit, 
*Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet-— 
These, these are arts porsuM without a crimei 
'That leave no stain upon tbe wing of time. 

Me poetry (or, rather, notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic fame) 
Employs, shut out from more important vxewSf 
Fast by the banks of the slow winding Ouse ; 
Content if, thus sequestered, I may raise 
A monitor's, though not a poet's praise, 
^nd while I teach an art too little known. 
To dose life wiselyi may not waste my owa. 
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DIVERTING HISTORY 
JOHN GILPIN.} 

SHOWING HOW HE WBNT FARTHER THAK HI IM« 
TENDIDy AND CAMS SAFK HOME AGArK. 

JOHN Gilpin vn$ « atixen 

Of credit >and renoimt 
A train^band Captain <«ke wa» he 

Of famous Loadra town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear^* 

Though wedded we have been 
These twice ten tedious years, yet we 

No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding-day 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 

All in a chaise and pair* 

My sister and my sister's childy 

Myself and children three» 
Will fill the duoie s aoyoai&ttitnde 

On honebafik after we. 

He soon replied— I do admire 

Of womankind but one^ 
And you are she^ my dearest dear^ 

Therefore it ihall be done* 



#> 
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I am a liaea -dnptor bold» 

As all the world doth luiow» 
And my good frieDd the calexider 

Will lend his hone to gp. 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin — thai'a well. said,;. 

Andy for that wine is dear. 
We will be furnish -d with our own« 

Which is both bright and dear* 

John Gilpin kiss'dhis loving wif*; 

O'eijoy'd was he to find 
That, though on pleasure she was bent^ 

She had a frugal mind* 

The morning came, the chaise waa broughtf 

But yet was not aDowM' 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she waa proud* 

So three doors off the chaise- waa staj^'dy 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin! 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheeli^ 

Were never folk so glad,. 
The stones did rattle undemeatht; 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his hone's jide * 

Seiz'd fast the flowing mane. 
And up. he got in baste to ride. 

But soon came dqwa again ; 



"iwougn it grie* 

Vet loM of pence full 

Would trouble hir 

•TwM Jong before tt 
Were niit^ to the 

" TTie mm is lea I 

CcoJhcifqwtfiB. 

M7 huben bth a 
!■ which I bear my tn 

Whealdoc " 



Mow ACitiVM Gilp^ I 

Hwl two (tone botti 

To hoM the liquor thw 

^^^keepitufrttd 

EwhboWrJirfaciBfi. 

Thmj^ whidt Ae h 

And hosflra bonk « . 
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Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly, pacing o'er the stones 

With caution and good heed h 

Butf finding soon a smoother road ^ . . 

Beneath his well-shod feet» 
The snorting beast began to troty 

Which gali'd him in his seat. 

So, £ur and softly, John he cried» 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon^ 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So^ stooping dowuy at needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright. 
He grasped the mane with both his hands^ 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had haudled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and moie* 

Away went Gilpin, neck or naught ; 

Away went hat and wig 1— - 
He little dreamt when he set out 

Of running such &rig t 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly 
streamer long and gay, 
sS 
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Tm loop and hMOtL t£k^Wltr 
At last it flew Aw«f« 

Then might all pMq^ ndl diiMrtlr . 

The bottles he had ilang I 
A bottle swingin^at auA iWt 

As hath been mUorMSg* 

The dogs did bak# d* ddUiM 

Up flew the windows aB} 
And every sodctMoUt^ ll1eB'ddlN^^ 

As loud as he cOdU tSM/L 

Away went Gilp m ' um hm bdf jlie. I 
His fame soon spread oronnd^— 

He carries welgbtf tmillA» t ntc* t* 
rris for a thousslhid fWhit 

AndstiD, as fast ir! 

'Twas wonderful to 
How m a triae th^tdrttpSMkOi 

Their gates widrc^ tb«w. 



And nowy as ht wwt Imray doi#ft 

His reeking head full low» 
The bottles tWijft hMaS WinA 

Were shattered at ft blow; 

Down ran the wmeibtodMffaadj^ . 
Most piteous to be seen» 
"WUch made hii Boiie*li ISakli tt> ItMilr. 
Astheyhadiifyttee^ 
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But 8t31 he aeem'd to emtrj weighty 
With leathern gipdle braced $ 

For all might see the bottle necks 
Still dangUng at hi» waist. 

Thus all through merrf Istngton 
These gamboU be did plaf> 

And till he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton to gaj. 

And th«« be t&rew the Wash Aojo^ 
On both sides-ef tlis way. 

Just like unto a trundling mop» 
Or a wild goose at play. 



At Edmonton his loTing wife 

From the bakcmy spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 

To see how he did ride. 



Stop, stop, John Gilpk !— Hereof tiie 

They all at once did cry ; 
The dinner vmtSf and we are tir'd : 

Said Gili^i— So am I ! 

But yet bis horse was not a whit 

IndinM to tarry tfaae ; 
For why ?— liis owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew# 
Shot by an archer sifong | 
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So he did fly^ which brings me ta 
The middle o£ my aong. 

Away went Gilpin out of breathy 

And sore against his willy 
Till at his friend the calender^ 

His horse at last stood stilL 

The calender, amaz'dto see 

His neighbour in such triin» 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate^ 

And thus accosted him :-— 

What news ? what news f your tidings tell ^ 

Tell me you must and shall—- 
Say why bare-headed you are come>. 

Or why you come at alL 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit^. 

And lov'd a timely joke ; 
And thus unto the calender 

In merry guise he tpoke :— 

I came because your horse would come f 

Andy if I well forebode. 
My hat and wig will soon be here— ^ 

They are upon the road* 

The calender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin, 
Returned him not a smgle word,, 

But to the house went uu 
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When itraiglit he came with hat and wig ;. 

A wig that flowM behind^ 
A hat not much the worse fbr wear^. 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in his tarn 

Thus show'd his ready wit«- 
My head is twice ay big a^^yoursy. 

They therefore needs must fit^ 

Sut let me scrape the dirt away 

That hangs upon your face ; 
And stop and eat, for wdl you intLf 

Be in a hungry case< 



Said John^t is my wed3ing*day. 
And all the world would stare^ 

If wife should dine at Edmonton^; 
And I should dine at Ware !: 

8oy turning to his horsei he sat3^-» 

I am in haste to dine ; 
rTwas for your pleasure you came here,. 

You shall go back for mine. 

Ah> luckless speech and bootless boast ! 

For which he paid full dear ; 
For, while he spake> a braying ass 

Did sing mosi loud and clear | 

VHiereat his horse did snort, as He 

Had heard a lion roar^ 
And gallop'd off with all his mighty 

As he had done beforew. 



f 



-ncr nusband po»ti 

Into the country far 

She puU'd om j,^ 

And thui unto the y< 
TbudroTc tbemtc 

Thit ihiU hi yo«n „ 
M7 huabud tafe u 

The 7011th did- ride, H 
John GominA htcfei 

Wbomin a trisaho tri 
By catchiag; u hi* 1 

But, not pedboniag w 
And gladly would hs 

The frighted iteed he : 
And made himbitei 

Away went Gi^ai^ xii 

Went poit^y at Jii 

The pott^T'a hanr. ri^ 
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Stop thief 1 Hop thief 1— -a highwaymM i 

Not one of them was mote ; 
And all and each that pasa'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit* 

And now the tompike gates agado 

Flew open in short space ; , 

The toOHDen thinking as beforei 

That Gilpin rode a race* 

And so he did— and won- it too I 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopp'd till where he had got up 

He did again get down* 

Now let us sing— long li?e the king^ 
And Gilpin^ long lise he ; 
Andy when he next doth ride abroadf 
May I he there to see 1 

t'ERSES 

Ar THE YEARLY BILL OF MORTALITY IN TUl 
TOWN or NORTHAMPTON, TOR THE YEAR 

1790. 
Iwc COtBfmUKtmm ftCwQ tVCTn9» 

BUCHAVNAM. 

Despise not my good counseL 

HE who sits from day to day 

Where the prison'd lark is hungt 
Heedless of his loudest lay» 

Hardly knows that he has sung* 
toL, u a 
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Ceatl. at Iian(I_y, 

And the foe's ui 

Duly at my time I 
Publiihiog to all i 

Boon the glare nu^ 
And your oaly „ 

ButthemoBitoryrti 

Oft repeated in yo 

Seemt to loaad too i 

Wins no Dotxw, w. 

Can a truth, by bU« 

Of such magnitude 

Grow, by being ofie, 

Pleasure'a caU attcntia 
Hear it often aa we i 



TO JOHN JOHNSOM. £17 



Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover ut from every eye, 

Spirit of instruction, come. 

Make us learn that we must die !: 



TO JOHN JOHNSON, 

9V HIS PKESIKTING ME WITB AN ANTIQJ7E Bt78T 

OF HOMEIU 

KINSMAN beloved, and as a son by me f 
When I behold this fruit of thy regard. 
The sculpt ur'd form of my old favorite Bard I 

I reverence feel for him, and lote for thee. 

Joy too, and grief, much joy that there should be 
Wise men, and leam'd, who grudge not to reward 
With some applause my bold attempt, and hardy 

Which others scorn. Critics by courtesy ! 

The grief is this, that sunk in Homer's mine, 
I lose my precious years, now soon to fail I 

Handling his gold, which, howsoe'er it shine. 
Proves dross when balanced in the Christian scale. 

Be wiser thou, Kke our forefather Donni ; 
Seek heavenly wealth, and work for God alone ! 



""' i. afflicted an 
^o". traiKjuU ai 

You, from the floo. 

faw ilretch'd be 
With coniciou* joy 

No ioDger inch t 

To me the „„, ,i 
Upon the danger. 

Wisely and omioo, 
Of all my treajurj 

TfowieaoftrouUet 

And found the pei 

I. tempeit tou'd, ^i 
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And earth a second Eden showsi 
Where'er the healing water flows. 
But ah ! if from the dykes and drains 
Of sensual nature's feverish veinsy 
Lustf like a lawless headstrong floods 
Impregnated with oose and mud. 
Descending fast on every side^ 
Once mingles with the sacred tide^ 
Farewel the soul-enlivening scene 1 
The hanks that wore a smiling greea^ 
With rank defilement overspread. 
Bewail their flowery beauties dead. 
The stream polluted, dark and dull, 
Difl'used into a stygiaa pool. 
Through life's last melancholy year* 
Is fed with ever flowing tears. 

Complaints supply the zephyr's party 
And sighs that heave a breaking heart. 



EPITAPH 

ON MR. CHESTER, OF CHICHELET. 

TEARS flow and cease not, where the good man 

lies. 
Till all who knew him follow to the skies. 
Tears therefore fall where Chester's ashes sleep, 
Him, wife, friends, brothers, children, servantti 

weep— 

And justly few shall ever him transcend 

As husband, parent, brother, master, friend. 

ft2 
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EPITAPH. 

OK MRS. M. HIGGI N8, OF WESTON. 

LAURELS may fiouiish round the conquoiQr'ii 

tomby 
But happiest they, who win the world to come t 
Believers have a silent field to fighty 
And their exploits are veiled from human sight. 
They in some nook where little known they dweH^ 
Kneel, pray in faith, and rout the hosts of hell i 
Eternal triumphs crown their toils divioe« 
And all those triumphs, Mary, now are thine. 



TO COUNT GRAVINA, 

On his translating the Author^s Song on a Host 

into Italian Ferse. 

MY Rose, Gravina, blooms anew^ 

And steep'd not now in rain, 
But in Castalian streams by yoOf 

Will never fade again. 

INSCRIPTION 

JFor a Stone erected at the sowing of a Grove ^ 
Oaks^ at ChiUingtony the seat of Thomas 
afford, Esq. 1790. 

OTHER stones the era tell 
When lome feebU (M>nal felL 
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I stand here to date the birtb 
Of these hardy sons of earth* 

Which &haQ longest brave the sky» 
Storm and frost ?•— these oaks or I ^ 
Pass an age or two away^ 
I must moulder, and decay. 
But the years that criunble me 
Shall invigorate the tree. 
Spread the branchy dilate its size^ 
lift its summit to the skies* 

Cherish honour, virtuei truth t 
So shalt thou prolong thy youth : 
Wanting these, however fast 
Man be fixt, and form'd to last^ 
He is lifeless even now, 
Stone at heart, and cannot gronw 



INSCRIPTION 

For a Bermltc^e in the Author^ s Garden^ 

THIS cabtO) Mary, n my sight iqppeai% 
Built as it has been in our waning ytnrip 
A rest afforded to our weary feet, 
Prdiminary to ■ t he last retreat* 



"ihe sculptur-d 

With Paphian My 
Parnassian, on n 

But I, or ere that 8 

£«cip*d from ev 

Bhall reach my reft 

And ilcep lecVK 

So (ang ID Roman 

■^e routhful Bi 

Ordain'd to grace li 

With ho- luUime 

Who then but muit 
Hearing the deed 

Of wretchei who £i 
Hii dread wptilcli 

Mfiire the hand, tha 

Where Milton'a u 

TtM trembled dm tr 



A TALE. 



OhilUeqiiitftdBardl negkct 
Thy living worth repaid^ 

And blind idolatrout respect 
As much afironts thee dead* 



A TALE 

Fotmdcdon a Factyxvhich happenedin yamtary^ 

1779. 

WHERE Humber pours his rich commercial straam 

There dwek a wretch who breath'd but to Uasphemt» 

In subterraneous caves his life he led» 

Black as the mine in which he wrought for bread* 

When on a day, emerging from the deep, 

A Sabbath-day! (such Sabbaths thousands keep !^ 

The wages of his weekly toil he bore 

To buy a cock<-«whose blood might win him moi«-^ 

As if the noblest of the feathered kind 

Were but for battle and for dyth designed % 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 

For sport, to minds on cruelty intent ; 

It chanc'd (such chances Providence obey 1) 

He met a fellow labourer on the way. 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflam'd^ 

3ut now the savage temper was reclaimed. 

Persuasion on his lips had taken place ; 

For all plead well who plead the cause of Grace I 

His iron heart with scripture he assail'd^ 

Woo'd lum to hear a sermon, and prevailed i 



He quits the einner's, fof 

Tl"t holr J,y „„ „^. 

Gildcil mth hope, ^t •(. 

Lcu.'dtrh.idter'd.~ 
I^»gb-d wl,™ ihej ^^ 
dajr 

"No"— Mid the Peoita, 
Th:( breath no more J de» 
OK I ifThouieeit, (thi« 
""'•'•"let.g.inU,, 
"""■•'""miothe^, 
E'»7etthi,he.,trel.plR 
Nowt.kemetoth.tHea, 
^7 praaa, thy mb^ 



7he heaths luicoverM, and the moorSf 
Except' with snow and sleet | 

Sea^beaten rocks and naked shoreg 
Could yield them no retieif.^ 

Xiong time a breeding place they sought^ 
Till both grew vex^^d tir'd ) 

At length a ship arriving^Vought 
The good so long desir'd. 

A ship !— Could such a restless thing, 
Afford them place to rest i 

Or was the merchant charg'd to bring 
The homeless birds a nest ? 

Hush !— -Silent hearers profit most !•*• 

This racer of the sea 
Pro?M kinder to them than tBe coast ; 

It serr'd them with a tree. 
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For husband.there, and.wift may boaat 

Their union undefil'd ! 
And false ones are as rare almostf 

As hedge^rows in the wild-: 

Jn Scotland's realm, forlorn and bars^ 

This history chanc'd of late-* 
This history of a wedded pair, 

A Chaffinch and his mate 

Tbe spring drew near, each felt a breaH 

With genial instinct fill'd ; 
They pair'd, and only wish'd a nestf 

But fpund not where to build. j?^#^^ 



ir 
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Their roofless )i. 

Form'd witli mattri;;! 

£ei)ls, wuol, ant 

Fonr i»oiy eggi toon 

With ninet ipc< 

Tin raiel wdgfat— fi 

And Jeueiw to tl 

^^The lather bird is go 

As she bad cbaitf 

fiutgoMtbemUe} F 

iBdouttlCMlcftb 

No !— Soon M iioiii n 
The wiDged o^ 

He flew to mch 11™ 
Of never-Uling k 

Then perchiDg it bit ei 
Was briBU]R borne 
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For leamea much bdieve in ugnt » 
And from a chance so nevr 

Each some approaching good divinetf 
And may his hopes be true 1 

Hail I honoured land ! a desert^ where 
Not even birds can hide ; 

Yet parent of this loving pair^ 
Whom nothing could divide* 

And ye^ who rather than resign 

'Your matrimonial plan. 
Were not afraid to plough the brines 
In company with man. 

To whose lean country^ much disdain 
We English often show; 

Yet from a richer, nothing gain 
But wantonness and wo. 

Be it your fortune^ year by year^ 
The same resource to jApe; 

And may ye* sometimes knollg here. 
Instruct us how to love 1 






THE FOUR AGES. 

|[A BaUF FaAGUfflNT OF AN BXTBNStTI PBOJBC* 

TBD rOBM.] 

"I COULD be well content, allowM the 
Of past experience! and the wisdom |[lean*d 

f0L« I. T 



J'"'»"*»».«»4ti,ia 

Oft !»".«, »>k„;rt,» 
"y wnuDiscence tn I.: >■ 



TO A MXGHTIIIOALI^ . «Si9 

It is an ctA iocident to man. 
And of the wont, that unexplor'd he leavet 
Truths usefuli and attainable with eaae, • 

To search forbidden deeps, where mystery lies 
Not to be solv'dy and useless if it might* 
Mysteries are food for angels ; they digest 
With ease, and find them nutriment ; but man. 
While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
His manna from the groundi or starve^ and die* 



TO THE NIGHTINGALE, ^ 

Which the Author heard sing' on New-Tear^a 

dat/y 1792. 

WHENCE is it, that an»z*d I hear 

From yonder withered spray. 
This foremost mom of all the year^ 

The melody of May. 

And why, since thousands would be proud 

Of such a favour shewn. 
Am I selected from the crowds 

To witness it alone 1 

Sing'st thou, sweet Philomel, to me 

For that I also long 
Have practis'd in the groves like thecy 

Though not like thee in song i 



■a'tlio»tod.j.,p„, 

Stneath . „ij^^ 
Who oiJ, ,^,, 



And 



""Tieaton 



TO A you 



hadfaile, 



TO WILLIAM HAYLET» XSO** tH 

TO WILLIAM HAYLEY, EWE^ 

West on J June 20, 1?%3. 

DEAR architect of fine cbaieaua In mir. 
Worthier to stand forever if they could^ 
Than any built of stone or yet of wood. 

For back of royal elephant to bear 1 

Oh for permission from the skies to share. 
Much to thy own^ though little to thy good. 
With thee (not subject to the jealous mood) 

A partnership of literary ware 1 ♦ 

But I am bankrupt now ; and doom'd henceforth 
To drudge in descant dry, on others' lays ; 
Bards, I acknowledge, of unequall'd worth ! 

But what is commentator's happiest praise I 

That he has fumish'd lights for other eyesy 
Which they who need them use, and then despise. 



TO MY COUSIN ANNE BODHAM, 

On receiving from her a Net-wori Purse made 

btf herself* 

MY gentle Anne, whom heretofore. 
When I was young, and thou no more 
Than plaything for a nurse, 
T 2 



For rich 

ntt„„ 



To. 
_, *«ko,w, 



• 4 
TO MAS* Kino* 4^ ^ 

Less beautif qU however gay^ 4 ^ 

Is that which in the scorching day* 

Receives the weary swain ; 
Who> laying his long scythe aside* 
Sleeps on some bank, with daisies pied» 

Till rous'd to toil again* 

What labours of the loom I see ! 
Looms numberless have groan'd for met | 

Should every maiden come 
To scramble for the patch, that bears 
The impress of the robeshe wean. 

The bell would toll for some. 

And 01« what havoc would ensue 1 
This bright display of every hoe 

All in a moment fled i 
As if a storm should strip the bowtft 
Of all their tendrils, leaver «nd flowei% 

Each pocketing a shred. 

Thanks then to every gentle fair. 
Who will not oome to pick me baie 

As bird of borrowed feather ; 
And thanks to one, above them all* 
ThegentklUr of Ptitenhall, 

Who put TBI WHOLfi TOOBTBIftl 



'* 



» "M Cap. 

Amb/UoB, 
"" Cip ,„ 5 

T'^Hibbon 

.'"•"■id- 1 bo, 
'••Wb..r„ta 



€&ATITV1>C« 

.« 

TUs mofctbk ttructare of tlielvf% 

For itf beaaty admir'd and iti utCf 
And charg'd with ocUfOt and twehet 

The gayest I had to produce* 
Where* fiambg in scarlet and gold. 

My poems enchanted I Tiew* 
And hope* in due time* to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too. 

This China* that decks th' alcove* 

Which here people call a beaufette^ 
But wl^tt the gods call it above» 

Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet : 
These curtains, that keep the room warn 

Or cool* as the season demands ; 
Those stoves* that for pattern and fon% 

Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands* 

AH these are not half that I owe 

To one from our earliest youth. 
To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship* and truth ; 
For Time* the destroyer declar'd» 

And foe of our perishing kind^ 
If even her face he has spar'd* 

Much less could he alter her 



Thus compassM about with the goodf 
And chattels of leiittre and ease^ 

I indulge my poetical moods 
In many such fancies as these ; 



UrsTEKK 



SO 

S„nl...,,'">«>JTn, 



EPITAPH ON FOP. 23? 

But thoQ hast little need : There it a 'bool^ 
By lerapha writf with beams of heaTenljr Ughl;^ 
On which the eyes of God not rarely look ; 
A chronicle of actions, just and hright ! 

There all thy deeds, mytfaithful Mary, shinet 
And since thou own'st that praise, I spare thee miae« 



EPITAPH ON FOP^ 

A DOG BELONGING TO LADT THROCKMORTON* 

THOUGH once a puppy, and though Fop by nam^ 
Here moulders one, whose bones some honour daim^ 
No sycophant, although 'of spaniel-race ! 
And though no hound, a martyr to the ch^se I 
Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice ! 
Your haunts no longer echo to his Toice. 
This record of his fate exulting view 1 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of you. 

'< Y^ V* Xh* indignant shade. of Fop replies 
M And| worn with vain pursuit, Man also dies*'' 



TO GEORGE ROMNEY, ESQ^ 

ROMNEY I expert, infalh^le to trace. 
On chart or canvas, not the form alone^ 
And 'semblance, but, however faintly shewi^ 
The raind*s impressioo too on every face^ 



Well 1 I am satisfied it s 
Since, on maturer thoug! 

For in my looki what lorrov 
While I vm Ha jlcy'« gtietti 



TO DR. AU 

OF CECIL STHEEn 

AUSTIN 1 accept • pitefii 
The Poet'atreuune-I noiag^ 
Lo7'd by the Moaei, Jby ingc 
PleauDg requital in a verie m: 
Verae oFt hat duh'd the icytl 
Jnunortalizing namci which el 

And oh 1 could I command 
With which tick kiog* are el 



CATHARIVA. S59 

Friend of my friend ! I love thee, thoagh unknown^ 
And boldly call theey being hia, my own* 



CATHARINA. 

THE SECOND PART* 

On her Jilarnage to George CourteneT, Esq. 

BELIEVE ft or not, as you choose^ 

The doctrine is certainly true. 
That the future is known to the muse^ 

And poets are oracles too. 

I did but sxpresa a desire 

To see Catharina at home. 
At the side of my friend George's fire, 

And lo ! she is actually comew 

And such prophecy some may despise { 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approv'd in the skies^ 

And therefore attains to its end* 

Twas a wish, that fiew ardently fortht 

From a bosom effectually warm'd 
"With the talentSf the graces, and worth 

Of the person, for whom it was formed. 

Maria would leave ns, I knew. 

To the grief and regret of us all | 
But less to our griefi^^oould we y'xtxt 
Catharina the queen of the halL 
▼OL. I* u 



No Jangcrofivisliing 

^Vlien mDkiiig good »visl 

I will e'en lo my wish 

With one I h>w nadc h 
And DOW I win try n 

Which I caimot guppmi 
How 1000 1 can make 

TO M^ 

THE twentieth year u well 
Since first oiir tkyvuovm 
Ah would thzt tLli might b 

Thy apiriti hate a fainter flo' 
I tee thee daily weikergrow- 
'Twag my dUtren that brouj 

Thy needlei, onee a ihiwng i 



TO MART. fil 

But well thou phy'dst the haswife's part| 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this hearty 

My Mary 1 

Thy indistinct explrssions seem 
Lfike language utter'd in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme, 

My Mary I 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright ! 

Are still more lovely in my" sight 

Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary 1 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
Tiie sun would rise in vain for me. 

My Maryl 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 

My Mary I 

Such feebleness of limbs thou ptov*st 
That now, at every step thou mov*st 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lov'st. 

My Mary! 

And still to love, though prest with ill, 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
With me, is to be lovely still, 

My Maryl 



II rcEeniDiance ol 
out li*art will bn 



THE CAST 

OBSCUREST nlgktim 
Th' Atlantic billom r 

When «uch ■ dcrtb'd wre 
Wwh'd headlong rrom 

Of friendt, of hope, of all 

Hii floating home forever 

No braver chief could Al 
Than he with whom he 

Nor ever ship left Albion 
With wanner wishes k 

Jle lovM them both, but I 

Nor kim beheld, nor her a 

Not long beneath the 'wh. 



TWt cait-awAt. fiS 

He shouted ( nor his friands had fiul'd. 

To check the ressePs coune> 
But so the furious blast prevail'd. 

That} pitiless perforce^ 
They left their out-cast mate behind^. 
And scudded still before the wind. 

Some iucoour yet they could afford ;: 

And such as storms allovr. 
The cask, the coop, the floated cord 

Delay'd not to bestow. 
But he (they new) nor shipy nor shorey^ 
Whate'er they gave,. should visit more« 

Nor, cruel as it seem'd, could he. 

Their haste himself condemn. 
Aware that flight, in such a seat. 

Alone could rescue them : 
Yet bitter felt it still to die 
Deserted, and his friends so nigh« 

He long sunrives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : 
And so long he, with unspent power. 

His destiny repellM s 
And ever, as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or cried'^—^' Adieu T' 

At length, his transient respite pasty. 
His comrades, who before 
v2. 



I 



Of [larrativt- sincere, 
Tim U\h Lib name, UU wort 

Is wet with Aluuii'i tear. 
And teari) by bardi or hero 

AUke immortalize the dea 

I therefore purpose not, or d 
Descanting on hii fate, 

To give the melancholy then 
A more enduring date. 

But miiery still delighu to tr 

Its 'semblance in anotber'i cu 






No voice divine the storm alia 
J No light propitious shone ; 

.t| When onatch'd from all effect 

V/e perish'd each alone ; 
,! But I beneath a rougher sea, 

;| And 'whclm'd in deeper gulfi 



4 THOVGHT. S4S 

In prime of life, for sprightliness enrdHd 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old ; 
In life's last stage (Oh blessing rarely found 1) 
Pleasant as youth, with all its blossoms crown'd ; 
Through every period of this changeful 8tate» 
Unchanged thyself I wise, good^ affectionate ! 

Marble may flatter, and, lest this shoidd seen 
O'ercharg'd with praises on so dear a theme. 
Although thy worth be more than half supprest^ 
Love shall be satisEed, and veil the rest*. 

▲N ENGLISH VERSIFICATION OF A THOUGHT 
THAT POPPED INTa MT HEAD ABOUT TV^O 

MONTHS SINCE. 

SWEET stream I that winds thro* yonder glade> 
Apt embelm of a virtuous maid. 
Silent and chaste, she steals along. 
Far from the world^egay", busy throng j 
With gentle, yet prevailing force^ 
Intent upon her destin'd course : 
Graceful and useful all she does^ 
Blessing, and blest, where*er she goes t 
Pure-bosomM, as that watery glasSf 
And heaven reflected in her face* 

ON THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN UFE» 

SUNS that set, and Moons that wane^ 
Rise and are restor*d agun« 



1 



S46. EPITAPH ON BR. J0H1I80»»- 

Stars, that orient day subduetf 

Night at her return renewg- 

Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth* 

Of the genial womb of earthy ^.. 

Suffer but a transient death 

From the winter's cruel breath* 

Zepliyr speaks ; serener skies 

Wami the glebe ; and they arise* 

We, alas ! Earth's haughty kingSy. 

We, that promise mighty thingSy 

Losing soon life's happy pnme» 

Droop and fade in little time. 

Spring returns, but not our bloomf « 

Still 'tis winter in the tomb*. 

EPITAPH ON DR. JOHNSON. 

HERE Johnson lies— 4 sage by all allow'd, 

Whom to have bred may welltnake England proud |- 

Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught^ 

The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought ; 

Whose verse may claim-— grave, masculine, and strongi 

Superior praise to the mere poet's song ; 

Who many a noble gift from heaven possessM^r 

And faith at last, alone worth all the rest* 

O man immortal by a double prize ! 

By fame on earth — by glory in the skies I ' 

TO A YOUNG LADY, ON HER: 

BIRTH-DAY. 

HOW many between east and west- 
D isgrace their parent earth. 



BPITAPH OK lAMUIL KOtBi E8ft» M% 

Whote deeds constrain us to detest 
The day thai gave them birth 1: 

Not so when Stella's natal morn 

Revolving months restore. 
We can rejoice that she was born. 

And wish hei born once more I: 

EPITAPH 
Qn the Death of Samuel Rose, E^fi, 

A PARTICULAR FRIEND OF COWPER. 

ESTEEMED, admirM, and lost in manhood's prime ^: 

But who may question God's appointed time f 

Rash grief* profane not Rose's hallow M tomb» 

Though Heaven its gifts of earthly hope resume !-' 

Learning, and wit, and eloquence, and truths 

The patient thought o£ age, the zeal of youthi 

To man these bright endowments seem'd to claimi 

A long and rich career of legal fame. 

But angels often from their sire impart 

His early summons to the pure in heart* 

Friendship must weep, though Faith, with blamclesi 

pride 
Tells, how the christian triumph'd as he died. 
Earth's dearest blessings round his heart entwin'dy . 
To God, who gave them all, he all resiga'd. 



THE COLUBRIAD. 

[The occasion on which these lines were written is 
lated by Cowper as follows, in a letter to the Rjev. 
William Unwin in 1782.— -—** Passing from tho 
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said \u^-6 at the nose ot u 
villi his Hp^. I ran into 
lonfj handle, with which 
and returning in a few st 
was gone, and I feared ha 
ever the kitten sat watchii 
same spot. I concluded t'> 
twcen the door and the th 
ivay out of the garden 
round immediately, and tht 
cosversation with the old c 
ing excited by so novel an ; 
to pat his head repeatedly 
her claws however sheathed 
in the way of philosophic ii 
To prevent her falling a vict 
exercise of her talents, I in 
with the hoe, and performec 
decapitation, which, though 
tal, proved so in the end. 
passages, where it is dark, 
yard met with no interruj 
secreted himself in any of 
hardly possible but that son 
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THB COLUBRIAD. US 

CLOSE .by the threshold of a door, naiTdfast^ 
Three kittens .Mt. Eich kitten look'd aghast. 
Xf passing swift and inattentive by. 
At the three kittens cast a careless eye ; 
Not much concera'd to know what they did theret 
^ot deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 
But presently a loud and furious hiss 
,Cau8'd me to stop, and to exclaim — " What's this ?** 
When, lo 1 upon the threshold met my view. 
With head erect and eyes of fiery hue» 
A yiperi long as Count de Grasse's queue. 
Forth from his head his forked tongue he throws^ 
Darting it full against a kitten's nose ; 
Who* having never seen in field or house 
The likey sat still and silent, as a mouse. 
Only^ projecting with attention due 
Her whiskered face, she ask'd him— «« Who are you i^ 
On to the hall went I with pace not slow. 
But swift as lightning, fora long Dutch hoe ; 
'With which, well arm*d, I hasten'd to the spot. 
To find the vip<r. £ut I foqnd him not ; 
And, turning up the leaves and shrubs around^ 
Found only, that he was not to be found* 
Byt still the kittens, sitting as before. 
Sat, watching close the bottom of the door. 
** I hope (said I) the villain I would kill 
Has slipt between the door and the door's sill ; 
And if I make dispatch, and follow hard, 
^o doubt, but I shall find him in the yard.'' 
Fer long ere now it should have been rehears'd* 
•'Twas in the garden that I found hicn first. 
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